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SELECTED READINGS 



OFFERTORY SENTENCES 

Freely ye have received. Freely give. 
—Matt. 10:8. 

It is more bleated to give than to re- 
ceive. — Acts 20 :35' 

Every man according as he purposeth 
in his heart, so let him give ; 
not grudgingly, or of necessity : 
for "God loveth a cheerful giver. 
—2 Cor. 9:7. 



Upon the first day of the week let 
every one of you lay by him in 
store, as God hath prospered 
him. — 1 Cor. 14:2. 



All things come to thee. O Lord, and 
of thine own have we given 
thee." 
(May be used in a chant) 



THE LORD'S PRAYER 

Our Father which art in heaven : Hal- 
lowed be thy name. Thy kingdom 
come. Thy will be done in earth, as 
it is in heaven. Give us this day our 
daily bread; and forgive us our debts, 
as we forgive our debtors. And lead 
us not into temptation, but deliver us 
from evil ; for thine is the kingdom, 
and the power, and the glory, forever 
Amen. 



THE APOSTLES' CREED 

I believe in God the Father Almighty, 
Maker of heaven and earth : 

And in Jesus Christ, his only Son our 
Lord ; who was conceived by the 
Holy Ghost; born of the Virgin Mary; 
suffered under Pontius Pilate, was 
crucified, dead and buried ; the third 
day he rose again from the dead : he 
ascended into heaven, and sitteth at 
the right hand of God the Father 
Almighty ; from thence he shall come 
to judge the quick and the dead. 

I believe in the Holy Ghost ; the holy 
catholic church, the communion of 
saints; the forgiveness of sins; the 
resurrection of the body; and the life 
everlasting. Amen. 



THE TEN COMMANDMENTS 

God spake these words saying: I am 
the Lord thy God ; 

I. Thou shalt have no other gods 
before me. 

II. Thou shalt not make unto thee 
any graven image, or any like- 
ness of any thing that is in 
heaven above, or that is- in the 
earth beneath, or that is in the 
water under the earth : thou shalt 
not bow down thyself to them, 
nor serve them : for I the Lord 
thy God am a jealous God visiting 
the iniquity of the fathers upon 
the children unto the third and 
fourth generation of them that 
hate me ; and showing mercy un- 
to thousands of them that love me 
and keep my commandments. 

HI. Thou shalt not take the name of 
the Lord thy God in vain; for the 
Lord will not "hold him guiltless 
that taketh his name in vain. 

IV. Remember the sabbath day, to 
keep it holy. Six days shalt thou 
labor, and do all thy work: but 
the seventh day is the sabbath of 
the Lord thy God ; in it thou shalt 
not do any work, thou, nor thy 
son, nor thy daughter, thy man- 
servant, nor thy maid -servant, nor 
thy cattle, nor thy stranger that 
is within thy gates; for in six days 
the Lord made heaven and earth, 
the sea, and all that in them is, 
and rested the seventh day: 
wherefore the Lord blessed the 
sabbath day, and hallowed it. 

V. Honor thy father and thy mother: 
that thy days may be long upon 
the land which the Lord thy 
God giveth thee. 

VI. Thou shalt not kill. 

VII. Thou shalt not commit adultery. 

VIII. Thou shalt not steal. 

IX. Thou shalt not bear false witness 
against thy neighbor. 

X. Thou shalt not covet thy neigh- 
bor's house, thou shalt not covet 
thy neighbor's wife, nor his man- 
servant, nor his maid-servant, nor 
his ox, nor his ass, nor any thing 
that is thy neighbor's. 
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No. 1. 



He Died For Me. 



M. H. C. 



Dedicated to Rev. Millard F. Compton, D. D. 

COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY M. HOMER CUMMING8. 

Rev, M. Homer Cummlngs. 
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1. I can-not com-pre-hend the won-drous love That caused my Lord to 

2. For me He prayed in dark Geth-sem-a - ne; For me He suf-fered 

3. I'll ne'er for - get the cross up - lift - ed high, Those groans amfcteare— that 

4. And when I stand be-fore the judg-ment throne, No worth or right-eons- 
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leave His home a - bove, And come to earth in deep hu - mil - i - ty, 

on the cm - el tree; For me they pierced His hands, His feet, His side,— 

ag - o - niz - ing cry, The gloom that set - tied o - ver Cal - va - ry 

ness to call my own, This then my hope— 'twill be my on - ly plea— 
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Chorus. 
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o bleed and die for 
It was for me He 
When Jesus died for 
That Je-sus died for 



me. 

died. He died for me, He died for me, MySav-ior 

me. 

me. 
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died for me; His life He gave my soul to save,— He died for 



me. 






•(2 



E^ 



F 



B 



K No. 2. 



Let Your Light Shine. 



m.. H. C 



Copyright, 1919, by M. Homer Cammingi. 

Rev. M. Homes Commngs. 




1. Would you la - borfor the Mas-ter in His vine-yard ev -'ry day? Would yon 

2. Ma - ny souls are heav - y - la - den, sad and lone - ly, wea-ry, worn; Ma - ny 
8. Are you look - irig for the com - ing of the Bride-groom in the air? Are yon 




seek His err -ing children who have wandered far a-stray? If you long to 
hearts are bleeding, ach-ing, by sins ruth-less hands are torn; Woild yoi lead them 
warn-ing saint and sin - ner for the summons to pre-pare? Are your garments 
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be a bless -ing as you jour- ney here be -low, Let your light shine wher- 
to the Sav - iour who can wash them white as snow? Let your light shine wher- 
pure and spot - less, Is your heart with zeal a-glow? Let your light shine wher- 




Chorus. 




ev - er you go. Let your light shine wher-ev-er you go, That lost 

you go, 





sin-ners His good-ness may know, For when it is bright - ly burning, Souls from 




Let Your Light Shine. Concluded. 




e - vil will be tarn - ing, Let your light shine wher - ev - er yon go. 




No. 3. 



Where'er He Leads. 



Oopyrifkt, lilt, by M. Homer Cummlagi. 



Key. M. Homes Cummiwgs. 



Mbs. M. Homes Cummiwgs. 
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1. Wher-e'er He leads me I will go, Thro' joy or sor- row, pain or woe; 

2. Tho' foes may scorn and friends forsake; Tho' tri - als come and grief o'er- take; 
3. 1 stand in won - der at His love That He should leave His home a-bove; 
4. Some day HI see Him face to face, A sin -ner saved! redeemed by grace! 




What-e'er He bids me I will do, I'll ev - er to my Lord be true. 
Tho' storms a -rise and bil- lows roll, He is the ref-nge of my sonl. 
And come to earth to die for me, That I from bondage might be free. 
All con-flicts past, the jonr-ney o'er; Til dwell with Him for er - er - more. 
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I'll f ol - low Je - sua all the way, Til ev - er trust Him and o - bey; 
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No mat- ter where, on land or sea; 



Wher-e'er He leads, 'tis best for me. 

., h 



No. 4. He Is Looking On He With a Smile. 

Copyrirht, 1919, by M. Homer Cummingt. 

M. H. C. Words of Chorus by J. M. Humphrey. Rev. jJ Homer Cummings. 




1. Oh! my heart is so en - rapt-ured as I press a- long the way, For my 

2. He has promised to go with me and to bear each heavy load, - ver 

3. Noth-ing now can sep - a-rate me from my bless - ed Lord so dear, For I 
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soul, to God is rec - on - ciled; And I have the" sweet as- sur-ance 
ev - 'ry long and wea - ry mile; And He corn-forts, guides and cheers me 
feel His pres-ence all the while; How it fills my soul with glad- ness 
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as I jour - ney day by day, He is look-ing on me with a smile. 
as I tread life's rug-ged road, For He's look-ing on me with a smile, 
just to know that He is near, And is look-ing on me with a smile. 




He is look-ing on me with a smile,... And I 

., with a amile, 
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know that He owns me for His child; Tho' the world may re-ject me, Yet His 
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He is Looking On Me With a Smile. Concluded. 





love will protect me, He is look-ing on me with •smile.* 

with a smile. 
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No. 5. 



Jesus Is Precious. 



GopTrifht, 1»1», bj M. Homer Cvrnmings. 



Rev. ft. Homes Ccmmxxgi. 



Mm. M. Homer Cumminob. 




1. Oh, how my heart de-lights to sing, Prats-es to Christ my King; 

2. When I was wand'ring from the fold, Out on the mountains cold; 

3. He is my life, my joy, my all, An-swer-ing when I call; 

4. And when my work on earth is done, And ev-'ry bat -tie won; 




For He has washed my sins a - way, Turned all my night to day. 
Twas then He came and sought for me, Plead-ing so ten - der - ly. 
Keep-ing me all a - long the way, Lest from His side I stray. 
Je - bus will lead me safe - ly home, Where I no more shall roam. 




i 



Chorus. 
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Je - bus is pre - clous, Lov - ing and gra - cious, 

: S Mi r 
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Oh, that you knew the Say - iour, too! He is a friend so true. 
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I No. 6. 



Try It And See. 

"O taste and see that the Lord is good."— Psa. 84: a 

Copyright, 1919, by H. Hobmt Cnaimliifs. 

E. E. Hewitt. Chorus by M. H. C. Riv. M. Hokeb CtJlOfnrat. 
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1. There are fountains nev - er failing, springing from my Saviour's cross, There are 

2. There are ev - er - last - ing treas-ures in my Saviour^ wondrous love; Here's an 

3. There's a - bund-ant grace to lift us o - ver ev - 'ry wea - ry mile, Pow*r al- 
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mer-cies unmeasured as the sea; In the life that's hid in Je-sus, there's a 
an - swer for ev - 'ry trustful plea; There's a light that efceen the Christian from the 
might-y, to res - cue you and me; There are beams of lov-ing kindness that threngh 
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Chorus. 




gain for ev - 'ry loss, On - ly try it, my broth-er, and see. 

radiant throne a-bove, On-ly try it, my broth-er, and see. Try it and 

ev - 'ry cloud will smile, On - ly try it, my broth-er, and see. 




w . r u 

try it and see; This won -der-ful sal-va-tion so full and so free; 
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try it and see, yes, try it and see; try it, my broth-er, and see. 
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No. 7. 



No Flowers, But a Crown. 



Giaaos McOonito. 


Hkv. M. Horn CnooKM 


l ife^»~]tT"J> l !i -| 1 H -0 ] ' j *i'*n £ d~- i" ^"i" J\ £=j 1 


[ 1. 1 said, "Ut n nlk In the fieldi," Ha said, "No, bat walk in the town," 
2. 1 said, "Brttantmuiraso black And there's nothing bat noise and dlii;" 
S.IeutoDaWMlatkto toe field, Then I turned mj face to the town; 
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I said, "No (lowers are there," "No flow-era," said He, "bat a __ . 
He wept and turned me back. He said, "lYrtii nor*, there ia gin." 

" "', "Mj child, do yon yield, Do you glvo up the flow'rs for the crown!" 



And aonla in the dark are nn- done. And souls in the dark are on- done." 
To hare fallowed the steps of your Gride, To have followed the atepa of your Guide." 
The way that I feared to see. The way tbat I feared to see. 



r No. 8. 



Mother. 



M. H. C. 



Jopyrlfkt, 1919, by M. Honir Comminfi. REV. M. HOMXB CUMMIMflfl. 
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1. Oft a vis - ion comes to me of my moth-eft dear face As she 

2. 1 can see her an - gel form in - ter - ced - ing for me, In temp - 

8. 1 re - call her ten - der look as she bade me good]- by, "Will yon 

4. Ma - ny years have passed since then, but I can not for - get, All her 




knelt be - side the old arm chair; How it beamed with light and petce, shone with 

ta - tion's dark and storm - y hour: And I hear her gen - tie voice, with its 

meet me in that land so fair?" Then her spir - it took its flight to her 

tears of love and pra/rs for me; At the Father's throne a - bove, moth-er 




Chorus. 




beau-ty and grace Whei the taught to Je - sua ev - 'ry care! 

sweet mel - o - dy, Ask-ing God to keep me by his pow'r. I am glad moth-er 

home in the sky, And I promised her to meet her there. 

pleads for me yet, And some day with her a - gain Fll be. 




taught me to pray, It has brightened and cheered all my way, Thro' the journey of 
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life w!th its bat - ties and strife; Oh, I'm glad moth-er taught me to pray 



No. 9. 



Win Them For Jesus. 



M. H. C. 



(Theme suggested by a sermon oi Rev. Jas. C. Grissinger.) 

ftpyrifht, 1919, by M. Homer Cuuainp. RKV. M. HOMXB CUIOONM. 




1. Far a - way from the dear, lov - ing SaT-iour, Souls are etray-ing in 

2. In the high-ways and bed - ges and by - ways, On the mountains so 

3. Are you striv - ing to be a soul-win - ner? Are you tell - ing His 

4. When the Lord shall de - scend in Mis glo - ry, And the trum-pet of 







dark-ness and sin; Know-ingnot of the bless-ed Re- deem- er, He who 
bar - ren and cold, Souls are wounded and bleed-ing and dy - ing, Far a - 
won-der-ful love? Are you seek- ing to lead poor lost sin - ners, To the 
God shall re- sound; Will He find you at work in His vine -yard? Will there 
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Chorus. 
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died their sal - ts - tion to win. 

way from the shel- ter - ing fold. Will you win them for Je - sus? Will you 
man-sions in hear -en a • bore? 
be an - y stars in your crown? 




win them for Je - sus? He will save them if on Him they call; So then 
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while it is day, will you la - bor, Ere the shadows of e - yen-tide fall? 

A. 2 



No. 10. 



A. EL C. 



The Home Above. 



Copyright, 1919, by M. Honor Cnmminfs. 

Rev. M. Homxb Commihqi. 




1. There's a home a - bove, In the land of love, That Bhall nev - er pass a - way; 

2. Not a grief nor sigh, None shall ev-er die In the New Je - ru - sa - lem; 

3. Many friends are there, Free from pain and care, Who have left me years a-go; 

4. what joy 'twill be, When the face I see Of the Christ who died for me; 




In that country bright, There will come no night, For 'tis one e - ter- nal day. 
The redeemed shall rest From their labors blest, God Himself shall dwell with this. 
But some day we'll meet At the Sav-iour's feet, Where no farewell tears e'er flow* 
I will shout and sing Prais-es to the King, Thro' the long e - ter - ni - ty. 




Chorus. 




Yes, there is a home, free from sor- row and care, That the Sav - iour 

Jl 




said He has gone to 
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pre - pare; And the good and pure all its 
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glo - ries 



shall share, In that cit 



so bright and fair. 




No. 11. When the Shadows Gather Round He. 



Copyright, Itlt, fcy ■. 



Mm Mollis K. Tockb. 

DUBT. 



REV. M. HOMBB CUHHIUGS, 




1. When theshad-ows gath - er round ma 

2. When the clouds are ho? - 'ring o'er me, 
8. When earth's dear-eat ties are riv • en, 
4 Was there e'er a friend so pre-cions, 
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And my wea - ry soul seeks rest, 
And the dark-ness veils His face, 
And thro' blind-ing tears I see; 
One on whom we can ' de-pend?. 
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When the tri - als thick confound me And the cares 
Christ will light the way be-fore me, He will give 
To my bleed - ing heart are giv - en, Words of love 
He is lov • ing, true and gra-cious, He will keep 



of life distress, 
sus-tain - ing grace, 
and sym - pa - thy. 
me to the end. 
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I can hear a sweet voice say- ing, 



"I will give thee rest; 
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I will take a - way thy bur -den, Lean up -on thy Saviour's breast." 



No. 12. Carry Your Burdens With a Smile. 

E. E. Hi witt. 



Otpyriffc^ 1019, hf H. Hmmt (homings. 

Rev. m: Homib Cumuvos. 




1. While you trav - el on-ward in the King's high-way. Trust in Him who 

2. There is One who journeys on the dark - est road, Com-ing close to 

3. Some glad day you'll reach the land of sweet re - nown, AH life's heay - y 




an - swers when His chil - dren pray; Tho' there's much to grieve you, much to 
help yon bear the hard - est load; Oh, how free - ly Je - sua has His 
cross- es at His feet laid down; Then will Je - bus give you an im- 




cause dis- may, Car - ry your bur-dens with a smile. 

grace bestowed! Gar-ry your bur-dens with a smile. Car-ry your bur-dens 

mor-tal crown, Car- ry your bur-dens with a smile. 









with a smile, Trusting in Je-sus all the while; You will bring good cheer, 
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Bright- en path-ways drear, If you car-ry your bur- dens with a smile. 
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No. 13. 



Looking to Jesus. 



Copyright, 1919, by H. Homer Cvmuiagt. 

Rkv. M. Homer Cummings. 
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1. Look-ing to Jo - ana as we jour - ney a - long, Strength and comfort 

2. Look-ing to Je - ana, dark -eat clouds dia - ap - pear, By the bright-neaa 

3. Look-ing to Je - ana, in tamp - ta-tion'a dread hour, Vio - fry nn • to 




we shall win; 
of His lore; 
na He'll bring; 



E - Ten in Bor-row, He will give na a song, 
Or, if the shad-ows should a - gain gath - er near, 
Joy - f ul - ly trast-ing in Hit mer - cy and pow*r, 




Grace to tri-umph o - ver sin. 

There's a "Morning Star* a - bove. Look - tag to Je - ana, praia-ing Hia 

Songs of praia - as we shall sing. 
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ame, Sing - ing Hia won - der - ful grac e; ■ . . . . Grace that will 
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■aye na from all sor - row and shame, When we see Him face to face. 




No. 14. Whatever He Bids Me, I'll Do. 

Copyright, It 19, by M. Homer CnmmSnfs. 

M. H. G. Last verse by Miss Mollis K Yockk. Eky. M. Homer Cumminqs. 




1. I can hear the Say - iour call - ing me, His Toice I will o - bey, What- 

2. There are souls' that must not perish, There are wand'ring lambs to find, What- 

3. Glad-ly will I toil and suf-fer For the Has -ter while I live, What- 

4. I am hap - py in His serv-ice, And rich blessings I re-ceive, What- 




ev - er He bids me, I'll do; O'er the mountain, thro' the val-ley I will 

ev - er He bids me, 1*11 do; I will go and seek the lost ones, Briig then 

tv - er Hebidsme, I'll do; Tho' Fm least of all His chil-dren, Ev - 'ry 

ev - er He bids me, Til do; He has said, "Fll never leave thee," And His 
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f ol - low all the way, What-ev - er He bids me, Til do. 

to the Shepherd kind, What-ev - er He bids me, Fll do. What-ev - er He 

tal - ent I will give, What-ev - er He bids me, Fll do. 

promise I be-lieve, What-ev - er He bids me, 111 do. 




bids me, Fll do, Fll ev-er to Je-sus be true,.... I will fol-low 

Fll do, be true, 




all the way, I will trust Him and obey, What-ev-er He bids me, Fll do. 



No. 15. 



Is He Satisfied With Me? 



Copyright, ltl9, by H. Homer Cummingt. RiV. M. HOMKB CUMMINGS. 




1. I am sat - is - fied with Je - bus, But the question comes to me, As I 

2. He for - sook His home in glo - ry, Left His Father's throne above, Came to 



3. I long to be more earnest, Al-ways pa-tient, ev-er kind, Like the 



nest, Al-ways 
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think of how He suf-fered on the tree. Am I loy - al, true and faithful? 
earth and died up - on Mount Cal-va-ry ; And I stand a-mazed and won-der, 
bless-ed Christ who walked in Gal-i-lee; And when life at last is o - ver, 
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Am I all I ought to be? Is the Mas-ter sat - is - fied 
As I pon - der o'er His love? Is the Mas-ter sat - is - fied 
M^T it be my joy to find, That the Lord is sat - is - fied 



with me? 
with me? 
with me. 




Chorus. 
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la He sat - is - fied with me? Is He sat • is - fied 



t 

with me? 
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I am sat - is - fied with Je - sua, Is He sat - is - fied with me? 
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No. 16, 



Six Feet of Earth. 



(As sung by James Wood.) 

Copyright, Mlt, by X. Homar Ownmiagt. 

With great expression. Apt. by M. Homes Cummwgs. 



fe^^=^ 
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1. Oh, ril sing you a song of this world and its way, And the ma-ny strange 

2. Now, the rich mil - lion-aire, he's got plenty to spare, But con-ceit - ed, he 

3. There is ma-ny a coat that is tattered and torn, But be-neath lies a 

4. Now, if ev - er you meet a poor fel - low who tries To ... . bat - tie the 





fei ' v 

peo - pie we meet; From the rich man that rolls in his mil-lions of wealth, To the 
holds up his head; And he thinks he's a - bove the me-chan-ic who toils, And is 
true honest heart; But be-cause he's not dressed like his neighbor in silk, Why so- 
world and its frown; Just lend him a hand — per-chance he'll luc-ceed, Do not 





poor, struggling wretch on the street. Tho' a man may be poor, in tat-ters and 
hon -est-ly earn -rag his bread. But his hous - es and lands, his jew -els and 
ci - e - ty keeps them a - part. On the one fortune smiles, — the^oth - er one 
crush him and still keep him down. For a cup of wa-ter, in char-i- ty 





rags, We know that we ought not de - spise; But think of the ad- age, re- 
gold, He can -not take a - way when he dies; For death lev-els all and con- 
fails, No mat - ter what venture he tries; Till death in the end brings them 
giv*n, Is re - mem-bered wfth joy in the skies; We all are but hu-man, we 



Six Feet of Earth. Concluded. 




member, kind friends, That six feet of earth make ns all of one size, 

clu - give - ly shows That six feet of earth make all men of one siie. 

down to the grave, And six feet of earth makes them both of one sise. 

all have to die, And six feet of earth make us all of one sise. 

J: 




No. 17. Hallelujah, Praise His Name! 



Copyright MM, by M. 



M. H» \j» 



Bar. M. Home* Cummings. 




1. 1 was lost, but Je - sus found me, Hal - le - lu - jah, praise His name! 
2. 'twas wondrous grace that bought me, Hal - le - lu - jah, praise His name! 
3. 1 was won to Him com- plete-ly, Hal - le - lu - jah, praise His name! 
4. In a world of end- less glo- ry, Hal - le - lu - jah, praise His name! 




Then He threw His arms a - round me, Hal - le - hi - jah, praise His name! 

And His love un - fail - Ing sought me, Hal - le - lu - jah, praise His name! 

For He wooed me, oh! so sweet -ly, Hal- le- lu -jah, praise His name! 

I will sing the old, old sto - ry, Hal- le - lu -jah, praise His name! 




Hal - le - la - jah, praise His name, Hal - le - lu - jah, praise His name! 




r u 

I was' lost, but Je - sus found me, Hal - le - lu - jah, praise His name! 
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No. 18. 



Something for Jesus. 

Otpjrlgfct IMS ud ltl», by H. How Cummi«f». 



Miss Moixib K. Yockx. 



B»T. If. HOMBB CUMMWGS. 
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1. I want to do some - thing for Je - sns Each day that He 

2. I want to do some - thing for Je - sns, He's been such a 
8. I want to do some - thing for Je - sns, He gave His own 





P§^ 



lets me 
Friend to 
life for 



live; 

me; 

me; 




To be made a bless - ing to oth - era, And 
When dark-ness and tri - ala o'er -take me, To 
On Cal - ra - ry*s cross He was of - fered, That 




Chorus. 




show them the love He doth giro. 
Him with mj bur- dens I flee. 
I from all sin might be free. - 



X want to do some-thing for 




Je - sns, may I be faith -ful and true! 




con - stant in serv - ice, And earn - est In all that I do. 



No. 10. For the Love of Christ and in His Name.* ^ 



A. XI. C» 



Copyright, Wit, by M. Homer CuMDinp. 

Rev. M. Horn Cummhgs. 




1. We have heard the Mac-e-don - ian call to - day, We will work for Je - ras 

2. Lift-ing up the fal -len helping those in need; Bear-ing.heav-y bur-dens, 
8. This shall be our watch-word and our daily song, In the homes we en - ter, 
4. When our journey's ended and our race is run, When the bat - tie's o - ver 




and His will o - bey; "Hake us, Lord, a bless-ing;" ev - er- more we pray, 
bind-ing hearts that bleed; We will cheer the lone-ly and the hun -gry feed, 
in the bus - y throng, "Not ourselves, but oth-ers," as we go a - long, 
and the Tic - fry's won; May we hear the plaud - it ring-ing out, "Well doner 




in His name; We will win them, We will win them, From a 

in His.name; 

Ti p* m^ 
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life of dark-ness, sin and shame, We will win them one by one. 

sin and shame, 




i i 

* Motto of the Woman's Home Missionary Society 



Church 



r No. 20. 



I Know It is True. 



M. H. C. 



To the Union Mission, Wheeling, W. Va. 

<*pyrifht, ltlft. by X. Homer CumuiBfL R«V. M. HOMXB CummrOS. 




1. Once I did not know the Say - lour, My life was steeped in sin, And 

2. Long I sought for peace and com - fort In earth and earth-ly things. But 
8. Oh, this nt - ter - most sal - va - tion, So bound-less, full and free, I'll 
4. I shall nev - er cease to praise Him For all He's done for me, No 

£: *: <t *z ?i _ £: ^ £ + g 
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dark - ness o'er - shad-owed all my way; Bnt His love and mer - cy 

noth - ing could sat - is - fy my soul; Since I came in faith to 

er - er its wond'rous pow'r pro-claim; It can cleanse the vil - est 

oth - er can with my Lord corn-pare; And some day when life is 




found me, The light of truth shone in, And He turned all my night to day. 
Je - bus, My heart enraptured sings—Shouts of glo-ry I can't con - trol. 
sin - ner, It reach-es e - yen me, Hal - le - lu - jah! Til praise His name. 
o - Ter, His bless-ed face Fll see, In those mansions so bright and fair. 




Oh, I know it is true, Hal-le - lu - jah! He saves me, He saves me, 

* m ' * m 1 1 F i ||» -f— 
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Yes, I know it 



is true, Hal - le - lu - jah! Fm saved, saved, saved. 



No. 21. I Want my Life to Count for Jesus. v 



ft 



M. II* C. 

Duet. 



Copyright, 1119, by X. Homer Camming*. Rev. M. HOMER CUMXHrtt. 
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1. I want my life to count for Je - bus, As thro' the world I go; 

2. I want my life to speak for Je - sub, In words of love and cheer, 

3. I want my life to shine for Je - sua — Lost souls are in the night; 

4. I want to go and dwell with Je - sua When life on earth is o'er; 



_? f g. j±a j, j j±_ jl j^^ 
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I long to be so true and faith-ful, That oth-ers may His goodness know. 
That lone - ly hearts by grief o'er-tak - en May feel Hia bless - ed presence near.. 
If I re - fleet His beams of mer - cy, Til lead them to the gos - pel light. 
No bit - ter tears, no dis-appointments, Til be with Him for ev - er - more. 




^m 



I want my life (my life) to -j speak V for Him (for Him), In serv-ice er - 'ry day; 

L inine J 

4th v. I want to go (to go) and dwell with Him (with Him) In Heaven by and by; 





{count ] 
speak Y for Him. 
shine J 
No flow-ers fade, none er - er die, I want to go and dwell with Him. 



No. 22. 



Jesus Saves! 



Bet. J. Lewis Wot. 



fepyright, W19, bjr M. Hom«r Cumlngi. 

Rev. M. Homo Crannies. 
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1. There's a pre-cious, lov-irig Sav-iour who has shed His blood forme, Je - sus 

2. the mag - ic of the sto - ry of the Man of Gal - i - lee, Je - sus 

3. Won't yon now ac-cept the Saviour? He can cleanw your heart to-day, Je - bus 




m 
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saves I Je - sus saves! x I have plunged in-to the foun-tain 

saves! Je - sus saves! They are flock-ing by the mil - lions 

saves! Je - sns saves! He can fill your soul with glo- ry, 

Je - sus saves ! Je - sus saves ! 




3^^ 



and from sin I am set free, Je - sus saves! Je - sus saves! 

to the Christ of Cal - va - ry, Je - sus saves! Je - sus saves! 

take your ev -'ry guilt a - way, Je - sus saves! Je - sus saves! 

Je - sus saves ! Je - bus saves! 




'ZZZ C't 

Je - sus saves! Je - sus saves! Je - sus saves!. 

Je-sus saT68 from sin to-day, Jesus urea from sin to-day, Jesus saves from sin to-day, 




Je - sus saves! We will ipread the tidings loud Everywhere that nu is found. 

Jesus tares from sin to-day, 
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N6. 23. 



M* If. C» 



♦Not I, But Christ. 

Gal. a: 20. 



Copjrifht, 1918, kjH.IL Cammtagt. Rev. JR. HoflMf CWBBhlgf. 




Pnjtfrti 



1. "Not I, 

2. "Not I, 

3. "Not I, 

4. "Not I, 



but Christ who Hy - oth 
bat Christ who Hy - eth 
bat Christ who liv - eth 
bat Christ who lit - eth 



in 
in 
in 
in 



me, 
me/ 
me/ 



I hare no 
bound-less 
His blood has 
My all to 




mer - It of my own, He is mj Rigbt-eons-ness and Sav - ionr, 

mer-cy, match-less grace! For me He left Hia home in glo - ry, 

cleaned my heart from ain; His Jo?e has filled my soul with glad -ness, 

Him I have resigned; And oh, the joy of fall sal - va - tionl 




I lire by faith in Him a - lone. 

On Cal-ra-ry, He took my place. "Not I, bat Christ who liv - eth 

He now a -bides and reigns with-in. 

What bless-ed peace in Him I find. • 

m 




fal - ness of His bless - tag, "Not I, bat Christ" my song shall 




•Composed for the Class of 1913 of the McCrun* Missionary-Training-School, Uniontown, Pp 



No. 24. 



The Ghurch in the Wildwood. 



w. s. P. 



NEW ARRANGEMENT OF WORM ANO Ml "10 
COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY E. O. EXCEL! 



Dr. WmifliB 8. Pttt». 




1. There's a church in theval-ley by the wild- wood, No love - li - er 

2. Oh, come to the church in the wild-wood, To the trees where the 

3. How sweet on a clear, Sab -bath morn- rag To list to the 

4. From the church in theval-ley by the wild-wood, When day fades a- 




spot in the dale; No place is so dear to my child-hood As the 

wild flow-era bloom; Where the part-ing hymn will be chant -ed, We will 

clear ring-ing bell; Its tones so sweet -ly are call- ing, Oh, 

way in -to night, I would fain from this spot of my child-hood Wing my 




D. S. — No spot is so dear to my child-hood As 
Fine. Chorus. 




lit-tle brown church in the vale. Gome to the 

weep by the side of the tomb. 

come to the church in the vale. 

way to the man-sions of light. Oh, come, come, come, come, come, come. 






Hi -tie brown church in the vols. w 



D.S. 




church in the wild - wood, Oh, come to the church in the vale; 

come, come, come, come, come, come, come, come, come, come, come* come, oome; 



No. 25. 



W» St Blown. 



As a Volunteer. 

COPYRIGHT, 1907, BY CMA8. H. GABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCELl, OWNER. 



Chas. H. Gabriel. 



MMUtM 




1. A call for loy-al soldiers Gomes to one and all; Soldiers for the con-flict, 

2. Yes, Jesos calls for soldiers Who are filled with pow'r, Soldiers who will serve Him 

3. He calls you,for He loves you With a heart most kind, He whose heart was broken, 

4. And when the wa* is o-ver, And the vic-t'ry won, When the true and faithful 





Will yon heed the calif Will you an-swer qtrick-ly, With a read -y cheer, 
Ev-'ry day and hour; He will not for-sake you, He is ev - er near; 
Bro-ken for man-kind; Now, just now He calls you, Galls in accents clear, 
Gather one by one, He will crown with glo-ry All who there ap-pear; 




Np£fE 



D. S. — Je -one it the Cap-tain, We will nev-er fear; 



Fine. 



Chorus. 




Will you be en - list-ed As a vol - un - teer? A vol - un-teer for Je-sus, 




WUl you be en- liet-ed Ae a vol - un - teer? 



D.S. 




A sol - dier true! Oth-ers have en -list-ed, Why not you? 



. why no4T 



No. 26. 



Tell It Wherever You Go. 



P.*, UKn.W fft-^.n I- COWTRMHT, IMF, 1Y CHA8. H. OABAIEU 



OWNED BY OHAt. REION •OOMLLE. 



Wm. Edle Marks. 




1. If Christ the Re-deem-er has pardoned your sin, Tell it wher-ev-er you go; 

2. II now you are happy with Christ as your Guide, Tell it wher-ev-er you go; 

3. When troubles as-sail do you trust in Him still? Tell it wher-ev-er you go; 

4. If you are an heir to a mansion on high, Tell it wher-ev-er you go; 





jJiJifJ^ 




If in-to your darkness His light has shown in, Tell it wher-ev-er you go. 
If He is your Friend, and with Him you abide, Tell it wher-ev-er you go. 
When sorrows o'erwhelm do you sink in His will? Tell it wher-ev-er you go. 
Un - til you find rest in that home in the sky, Tell it wher-ev-er you go. 
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Choru s. 




Tell it tell it Tell it wher-ev-er you go; 

Tell it that others around you may know, 





you would win oth-ers from sin and from woe, Ten it wher-ev-er yon go! 



No. 27. I Will Tell It Wherever I Go. 



M. H. C. 



Dedicated to my nephew, Keith Cummings. 

Copyright, 1917, by 1. 1. Cumminfs. REV. M. HOMBB CtJmmfOi., 




1. When I came 
2. 1 am hap - 

3. He will nev - 

4. I'm an heir 



to the Sav-iour He redeemed me from sin, I will tell it wher - 

py in Je-sns, my Com-pan-ion and Guide, I will tell it wher - 

er f or-aake me while I serve Him each day, I will tell it wher - 

to a man-sion, to a home in the sky, I will tell it wher r 





ev - er I go; All my dark-new hai van-ished since His light has shone in, 

ev - er I go; To my soul He is pre-cious, in His love I a - bide, 

ev- er I go; Andtho' shad-ows may gath - er, He will brighten my way, 

ev - er I go; With the blood-washed in glo - ry I shall dwell by and by, 




Chorus. 




I will tell it wher-ev-er I go. I will tell itwher-ev-er I go (I go) 




I will tell itwher-ev-er I go; (Hal- le -In- jab)! Fori long to win 





oth - ers from their sin and their woe, I will tell it wher-ev - er I go. 



No. 28. The Way of the Gross Leads Home. 



p__ D . OOPYMOHT, ItOt, BY CHAB. H. OABRIEL. 

Drown f ounas. oopvmoht, wot, bv e. o. excell. 



Chos. H. Gabriel 




1. I must needs go home by the way of the cross, There's no oth-er 

2. I must needs go on in the blood-sprinkled way, The path that the 

3. Then I bid fare -well to the way of the world, To walk in it' 




way bat this; I shall ne'er get sight of the Gates of Light, 
Say - ior trod, If I ev - er climb to the heights snb- lime, 
nev - er more; For my Lord says* 'Come, "and I seek my home, 




If the way of the cross I miss. 
Where the son! is at home with God. 
Where He waits at the o - pen door. 



The way of the cross leads 
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home, The way of the cross leads home: It is 

leads home, leads home; 

I I 




sweet to know, as I on -ward go, The way of the cross leads home. 
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No. 29. 

P* J* Crosby* 



I am Thine, Lord. 

OOPVMQHT, MM, BY W. H. MANE. RENEWAL* 
UtfOBY 



W. H. 




1. I am Thine, Lord, I have heard Thy voice, And it told Thy love to me; 

2. Con - se-crate me now to Thy service, Lord, By the pow'r of grace di - vine; 

3. the pure de-light of a sin -gle hour That before Thy throne I spend, 

4. There are depths of love that I can-not know Till I cross the nar - row sea; 





Bat I long to rise in the arms of faith, And be clo-serdrawntoThee. 
Let my sqnl look up with a stead-fast hope, And my will be lost in Thine. 
When I kneel in pray'r,and with Thee,my God, I commune as friend with friend! 
There are heights of joy that I may not reach Till I rest in peace with Thee* 



M, b b r * 
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Refrain. 




Draw me near - er, nearer.blessed Lord, To the cross where Thou hast died; 

near-er, near -or. 





Draw me nearer, nearer, nearer, blessed I^ord, To Thy precious, bleeding side. 




No. 30. 



Dr. E. T. CasaeL 



The King's Business. 

OOPVRIQHT, 1*02, BY E. O. EXCEU. 
WORM AND MUSIC. 



Flora H. 




, l£f\Ui:W 



1. I am a stran-ger here, with -in a for - eign land; My home is 

2. This is the King's command: that all men, ev - ' ry- where , Re-pent and 

3. My home is bright -er far than Shar-on's ro - sy plain, E-ter-nal 
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far a -way, np-on a gold-en strand; Am - bas - sa - dor to be 

turn a -way from sin's se - duc-tive snare; That all who will o-Bey, 

life and joy thro'-ont its vast do-main; My So v 'reign bids me tell 

J) 
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of realms be-yond the sea, I'm here on business for my King, 
with Him shall reign for aye, And that's my business for my King, 
how mor-tals there may dwell, And that's my business for my King. 




No. 31. The Gospel AGGording to You. 

M. H. C. 



OOPYRtQHT, Itll, BY M. HOMER CUMMINdS. 

Rev. M. Homer Cummings. 




it^ilUm^^M^ 



1. A gos - pel ac-cord-ing to yon Is writ-ten by all that yon do; 

2. TheBi-ble so sel-dom is read, Your life they are watching in - stead; 

3. No ser-mon or mes-sage you preach Will e'er the im-pen - i - tent reach, 

4. will you not let your light shine For Christ the Re-deem-er di - vine, 



<5^Wtff£-S4 
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Men stud - y its pa - ges each day, To learn of the heay-en - ly way. 

They see ev-'ry step that you make, And man-y your coun-sel will take. 

Un - less by your walk you can show That God in His full-ness you know. 

TOl lost ones in dark-ness and sin O'er e-vil the vie - to - ry win? 



pb ^'g I p ' ' i 'p^ \\ ' E s 5 




Chorus. 




Does the gos-pel ac-cord-ing to you Re-veal the Sav-ior so true? Can 

f.tf 
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sin-ners un-done to Je-sus be won,Thro' the gos-pel ac-cord-ing to you? 
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No. 32. Oh, What a Wonderful Ghange. ' 



Ma H. C 



Dedicated to Rev. David C Bayliss, Charleston, IV. Va. 

COPYRIGHT, 1t1«, BY M. HOMER CUMMINOS. 

Rev. M. Homer Cumminfts. 




1. Since Je - sus the Sav-ior spoke peace to my soul, Oh, what a change! 

2. My life was once dark-ened and blight-ed by sin, Oh, what a change! 

3. He bears all my sor-row, my steps guide a - right, Oh, what a change! 

4. And when I be - hold Him in heav - en a - bove, Oh, what a change! 

P P _b P - . - . - _ J. _t-j_*_-^J£i 
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Oh, what a change! Each stain has been cleansed and I'm ev-'ry whit whole, 

Oh, what a change! For Christ has redeemed me, the light has shone in, 

Oh, what a change! The path is so pleas-ant, the way is so bright, 

Oh, what a change! Transformed by the gift of His in - fi-nite love, 




Chorus. 
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Oh, what a won-der-ful change! Oh, what a won-der-fol 
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change! . . Oh, what 
won-der-fal change! 
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a won - der - fol change! . . Since 

won - der - f ul change! 
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Je-sus the Savior spoke peace to my soul, Oh, what a won-der-fol change! 



No. 33. 



The Child of a King. 



Hftttte a Boell. 



Arr. by Rev. John B. 




1. My Fa - ther is rich in boas - es and lands. He hold-eth the wealth of the 

2. My Pa-ther's own Son, the Sav • ior of men, Once wandered o'er earth as the 
8. I once was an oat- cast stran-ger on earth, A sin - ner by choice, and an 
4. A tent or a cot-tage, why should I care? They're building a pal - ace for 








world in His hands! Of ru • bies and diamonds, of sil - ?er and gold, His 
poor-est of them; Bat now He is reign-ingfor-er- er on high, And will 
al - ien by birth! Bat I've been a - dopt-ed, my name's written down, — An 
me o-Ter there! Tho' ex* iled from home, yet still I may sing: All 




Chorus. 




eof - fen are fall, — He has rich-es on-told, 
give me a home in heart* by and by. 
heir to a man-sion, a robe and a crown, 
glo - ry to God, Fm the child of a King. 



rm the child of a King, The 
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child of a King! With Je - sus, my Sav-ior, I'm the child of a King! 
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No. 34. 



The Unclouded Day. 



Word* and Melody by 
Rev. J. K. Alwood. 



Air. by 
B* O. 8. 




1. they tell me of a home far be-yond the skies, they 

2. they tell me of a home where my Mends have gone, they 

3. they tell me of the King in His bean - ty there, And they 

4. they tell me that He smiles on His chil - dren there, And His 




tell me of a home far a - way; they tell me of 

tell me of that land far a - way; Where the tree of 

tell me that mine eyes shall be - hold, Where He sits on the throne 

smQe drives their sor-rows all a - way; And they tell me that no tears 




D. S. — they tell me if a home 

Fink. 




where no storm-clonds rise, they tell me of an un - cloud -ed day. 
in e - ter - nal bloom Sheds its fragrance thro' the un - cloud - ed day. 
that is whit-er than snow, In the cit - y that is made of gold, 
ev - er come a- gain, In that love-ly land of un- cloud -ed day. 




where no storm-cloude riee, they tell me if an un -cloud-ed 
Chorus. 




the land of cloud-less day, the land of an un-cloud-ed sky; 




No. 35. 



Mrs. Bflen H. (fates. 



Home of the Soul. 

IMEO BY PCRMMMON. 



PfiUp PhflHps* 




1. I trill sing you a song of that bean- ti-ful land, The far a- way 

2. Oh, that home of the soul in my vi-sions and dreams, Jfa bright, jasper 

3. That un-change-a-ble home is for yon and for me, Where Je- bus of 

4. Oh, how sweet it will be in that beau- ti - fed land, So free from all 




home of the soul, Where no storms ever beat on the glit-ter-ing strand, While the 
walls I can see; Till I fan - cy but thin -ly the Tail in-ter-venes fie- 
Naz - a-reth stands; The King of all kingdoms for-ev - er is He, And He 
sor - row and pain; With songs on our lips and with harps in our hands, To 




years of e-ter-ni-ty roll, While the years of e - ter-ni- tyroH; Where no 
tween the fair cit - y and me, Be - tween the fair cit - y and me; Till I 
hold - eth our crowns in His hands, And He holdeth our crowns in His hands; The 
meet one an-oth - er a - gain, To meet one an - oth - er a -gain; With 

I 
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storms ev-er beat on the glit-ter-ing strand, While the years of e-ter-ni - ty roll, 
fan - cy but thin-ly the vail in-ter-venes Be- tween the fair cit - y .and me. 
King of all kingdoms for-ev-er is He, And He holdeth our crowns m His hands, 
songs on our lips and with harps in our hands, To meet one an-oth-er a -gain. 



No. 36. 

M. H. C 



I Shall Be bike Him. 



oonrmoHT, itie, by m. homer cumminm. 

Rev. M. Homer Cummln&s. 



1. When I shall reach my home up in glo - ry, Af - ter life's storms and 



2. 8or-row*and an - gnish nev-er can en- ter That ho - ly land of 

3. Friends I have loved will be there to greet me, Free from their tri - als, 

4. Then in the song of a-ges e - ter - nal,"Bless-ingandhon- or, 
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bat -ties are o'er, There 'mid the scenes of splen-dor be -fore me, 

un-cloud-ed day; For in the bright and hear -en - ly cen - ter, 

suf-f 'ring and woe; But best of all, the Sav - ior will meet me, 

wis-domand praise;" With the re-deemed in man-sions su-per- nal, 



®=tl f iff 1i t E i f f li fiftlf; pa 

Chorus. 




I shall a- bide with Christ ev- er - more. 

Je - bus shall wipe each tear-drop a - way. I shall be-hold the King in His 

And thro' the gates with Him I shall go. 

I shall re-joice thro' nn-end-ing days. 




bean - ty, Oh, how I long 



to look on His face! Changed in a 

' k- 




mo-ment in - to His im - age, I shall be like Him, saved by His grace. 



No. 37. 



M. H. C. 

Duet. 



Ny Lord and King. 

Dedicated to my Mother, 

COPYRIGHT, 1t14, BY M. HOMER CUMMMOS. 



Rev. M. Homer Cummlnfts. 
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1. When my jour-ney's end 

2. When the strng-gle's o 

3. When I see the man 

4. When I bear the like 



ed, And tri - als are all o'er; 

ver, Its con - flicte sharp and long; 

sions In yon - der Cit - y fair, 

ness Of Him who died for me; 



m 
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When the toil and snf - f'ring Are 

When the peace of Heav - en Shall 

When I greet with pleas - tire My 

When I join the cho - rns And 



fe lt t * ^ ^fcy 
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passed for - er 

tone my heart 

loved ones wait 

sing e - ter 






er - more: 
to song: 
ing there: 
nal - ly: 

LI 




I shall be - hold ... my Lord and King, . . . And sing the 

I shall be-hold my Lord and King, 



a 
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And sing the 



the ran-somed 



song 



sing; .... Yes, I shall 
the ran-somed sing; 
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see . . . Him as He is, For He is mine and I am His. 
Yes, I shall see 
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No. 38. 

cua 



I Will Not Forget Thee. 

OOPYRMHT, ISM, BY E. O. IXCCLU 

WORDS AND Muera. J 



Chu. H. Gabriel 
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1. Sweet is the promise— "I will not forget thee," Nothing can mo-lest or 

2. Trost-ing the promise — "I will not forget thee," Onward wDl I go with 

3. When at the gold-en por-tals I am standing, All my trib - n - la-tions, 




torn my soul a- way; E'en tho* the night be dark with-in the val - ley, 
songB of joy and love; Tho' earth de-spise me, tho' my friends forsake me, 
all my. sorrows past, How sweet to hear the bless-ed proc-la-ma-tion, 




Just be-yond is shining one e - ter-nal day. 

I shall be remembered in my home above. I willnotforgettheeor 

l< Enter,faithfalseryant,welcomehomeatlast! , 'i W fflnotfoTgeft fhee, I will new 





iiP* 




leave thee; In my handsl , ll hold thee,inmy arms I'll fold thee; I win 

leave thee; I will not far-get 




not for-get thee or leave thee; I am thyRe-deem-er, I will care for thee. 

thee, for - get T* 



No. 39. 

C.H.O. 



May I be faithful. 

OOPYMGHT, IMS, BV OHAS. H. OABMEL* 
E. O. EXOELL, OWNER. 



Chas. H. QabrfoL 




1. TheMas-terhasgoneto a dis-tant country And left me a charge to keep, 

2. There's labor for me that no oth - er can do, A place I a - lone can fill; 

3. Shall oth-ers go forth to the field of harvest While I with the i-dlers stand? 

4. The day that shall break for my Lord* s appearing, He hath not revealed to me, 




A work in His vineyard, a field for reaping, A shepherd to guard His sheep. 
Then why should I not be among the chosen, Be - joic-ing to do His win? 
The tal - ent He gave me, shall I not use it, In fol-low-ing His com-mandf 
Yet if He bnt find me a faith-fnl serv-ant A glo - ri - one day 'twill be, 




Mo. 40. 



That Will Be Glory. 

OOrVMQHT, ttOO, BY E. O. DCOEU. 
AND 



Chas. H. Gabriel. 
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1. When all my la-bors and tri - als are o'er, And I am safe on that 

2. When, by the gift of Hia in - fl-nite grace, I am ac-cord-ed in 

3. Friends will be there I have loved long a - go; Joy like a riv-er a- 




bean - ti - fnl shore, Just to be near 'the dear Lord I a - dore, 
Heay-en a place, Just to be there and to look on His face, 
round me will flow; Tet, just a smile from my Sav-ior, I know, 
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Chorus, Fader. 




Will thro* the a-ges be glo - ry f or me. . that will be 



that will 




glo-ry for me, Glo-ry for me, glo-ry for me; When by HiB grace 
be glo-ry for me, Glo-ry for me, glo-ry for me; .... 




I shall look on His face, That will be glo - ry, be 




No. 41. Faith Will Bring the Blessing. 



IVW6( 



COPYRIGHT, 1912, BY W. E. MEDEftWOlf . 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



B. D. Acktoy, 




1. If you need up - lift-ing, if yon need a song, Strength to help your sonl to 

2. In some hour un-gnard-ed, if the foe as - sail, Tho' yon feel your weakness, 

3. On the Lord de-pend-ing, sing a - long the way, Naught can ev-er harm yon 

■f ff.fr f 




tri-umph o - ver wrong, Put your faith in Je - ens, He is, true and strong; 
let not courtage fail; Trust in Je - sns on - ly. and yon shall pre - vail; 
if He is your stay; Lean np - on His promise till the bet - ter day; 

if f f r p . f f f f r f . f " * 




Faith wfll bring the blessing er-'ry time . . Faith will bring the blessing 

jw. ct'it tint. 




er'ry time, Tho' your faith be simple or sublime; For the Savior knows the heart, 




Ev-'ry need He will impart; Faith will bring the blessing ev'ry time. . . 

er^Tf time. 




m. 



No. 42. 



Lanta Wllaon Smith. 



Scatter Sunshine. 

COPYRIGHT, 1102, BY E. O. EXCELL 
WORM AND MUSIC 



E O. ExceH 




1. In a world where sor-row Ev - er will be known, Where are found the 

2. Slightest ac - tions oft - en Meet the sor - est needs, For the world wants 

3. When the days are gloom-y Sing some hap-py song; Meet the world's re- 




need - y And the sad and lone, How much joy and com - fort 
dai - ly Lit - tie kind - ly deeds; Oh, what care and sor - row 
pin - ing With a cour - age strong; Go with faith nn - daunt - ed 




Ton can all be -stow, If you scat-ter sun-shine Ev-'ry-whereyougo. 
Yon may help re - move, With your songs and courage, Sym-pa-thy and lo?e. 
Thro' the ills of life; Scat-ter smiles and sunshine O'er its toil and strife. 




Scat - - ter sun-shine all a -Jong your way ,....-. Cheer and bless and 
Scat-ter the smiles and sun-fihine all a - long,. o-?er the way, 




bright - en Ev - 'ry pass-ing day; Ev - 'ry pass-ing day. 

I w pass-ing day; 




No. 43. 



I Will Follow All the Way. 



COPYRIGHT, 1*14, V* M. HOMER OUMMINOS. 

Rev. M Homer Cummlnfts. 



D. Word Mtfam. 




1. I have heard Thy lov-ing voice, And it makes my heart re-joke, As I 

2. Tho'the en- e-my as -sail, O-ver him I shall pre-vafl, If I 

3. Tho' earth's sorrows o'er me roIljThere's a calm with-in my soul When I 

4. Then up -on the gold-en shore, When my pfl-grim-age is o'er, I wfll 




fol - low Thee, as I fol - low Thee; Noth-ing can my soul af-fright 

fol-low Thee, if I fol -low Thee; In the thick-est of the fray, 

fol - low Thee, when I fol - low Thee; Tho' the clouds my way o'er-cast, 

fol -low Thee, I will fol -low Thee; I shall see Thee as Thou art, 




fflfJMfUlj.1 



While I'm walking in the light, So I'll giad-ly fol -low all the way. 

I am sore to win the day, If I fol-low Je - bus all the way. 

I shall reach the goal at last If I on-ly fol-low all the way. 

Not - er from Thee to de-part, When I shall have fol-lowed all the way. 




Chorus. • 




I whl fol - low, fol - low, Fol-low Je- bus all the way; 
fol-low Jo-siM, fol-low Je-sus, _ _ _ J 




I win fol - low where He leads me, 
I will fol-low Him 



Je-sos all the way. 
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No. 44. 



E. O. E. 



Grace, Enough Tor Ne. 

WORM AND MUSIC OOPVMOHT, 1MB, BY I. O. EXOfU. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 



E. O. ExcelL 
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1. In look - ing thro' my tears one day, I saw Mount Cal - Ta - ry; 

2. While stand-tog there, my trem-bling heart, Once full of ag - o - ny, 

3. When I be - held my ev - 'ry sin Nailed to the cm - el tree, 

4. When I am safe with - in the veil, My por - tion there will be, 
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Beneath the cross there flowed a stream 

Could scarce believe the sight I saw Of grace, e-nough for me. 

I felt a flood go thro' my soul enough for me. 

To sing thro' all the years to come 

/t\ 




Chorus. 
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Grace is flowing from Cal- va-ry, . . Graceasfath-om-lessasthesea, . • 
Grace is flow-ing from Cal-va-ry for me, Grace as f ath-om-less as the roll-ing sea, 




Grace for time and e - ter - ni-ty , . . . . Grace, e-nough for me. 

Grace for time and e - ter - ni-ty, His a-bnn-dant grace I see, e-nough for me. 

^ ^ ^ ^^ ^^ ^s 

■f-fo f> • • . .# F t- T- f-.-rvi 




No. 45. I'm Happy With Jesus Alone. 



C. P. J. 

Moderato. 



USED BY PERMISSION OP 0. P. JONES. 



C. P. J 




1. There's nothing so precious as Je - ens to me; Let earth with her treasures be-gone; 

2. Whensin-ful, anddoom'd to a life of de-spair, No light on my pathway to shine; 

3. Twas Jesus who call'd me and showM me the way Te peace upon earth and in heav*n; 

4. Should f a-ther and mother f or-sake me be-low, My bed up-on earth be a stone, 

h fc I s 
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I'm rich as can be when my Sav-ior I see; I'm hap-py with Je-sns a - lone. 

'Twas Jesus who found me and made me an heir To mansions of glo-ry di - vine. 

,r fifl Je-sus who teach-es me dai - ly to pray, And walk in the light He has giv'n. 

I'll cling to my Sav-ior, He loves me I know, I'm hap-py with Je-sus a- lone. 




\& 



I'm hap-py with Je-sus a -lone,.. I'm hap-py with Je - sus a -lone;.... 

ft-loae, s-kme; 





Tho* friends all forsake me, thank God I can say I'm hap-py with Je-sus a - lone. 



No, 46. I've PitGhed my Tent In Beulah. 



Mt «!• H« 



(Respectfully dedicated to the choir aft HoUow Bock.) 

• oorvmoHT, itoe, by mm. m. j, harms. Mm. M. J. Harris. 




long a - go left E-gypt, for the promised land, I trust-ed in my 

2. I followed close beside Him and the land soon found, I did not halt or 

3. I started for the highlands where the fruits abonnd,I pitched my tent near 

4. My heart is so en-rapt-ured as I press a- long,£ach day I find new 




Say-ior and to His guiding hand, He led me ont to vic-tfry thro' the 
trem-ble, for Ca-naan I was bound, My Guide I ful-ly trust-ed and He 
Hebron, there grapes of eshcol found, With milk and honey flowing, and new 
blessings which fill my heart with Bong,I'm ev-er marching on-ward to that 




great red sea, I sang a song of tri-umph, and shent-ed I am free, 
led me in, I shout-ed hal-le - In « jah, my heart is free from sm« 
wine so free, I have no love for E-gypt 9 it has no charms for me. 
land on high,Some day I'll reach my mansion that's braided in the sky. 

- ' $_$ i f f t t j ' ' 





Chorus. 




Yon need not look for me, down in Egypt's sand, For I have pitched my 
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tent far up in Ben-lah land; Ton tent far up m Beu-lahland. 
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No. 47. 



When We All Get to Heaven. 



E« B» ItewlCt* 



OOPYRJOHT, 1Mt, BY MRS. 4. O. W1UON. 
U8tO Wt Pf RMMMOM. 



Mn. J. O. 




1. Sing the won-drons love of Je - bos, Sing His mer-oy and His grace; 

2. While we walk the pfl - grim pathway, Clouds wiD o - yer-spread the sky; 

3. Let us then be true and faith-fal, Trust-ing, serv-ing e? - 'ry day; 

4. On - ward to the prize be -fore ml Soon His bean-ty we'll be - hold; 




^'Tff 1 



In the mansions, bright and bless-ed, He'll pre -pare form a place. 
Bat when tray -ling days are o -yer f Not a shad-ow,not a sigh. 
Just one glimpse of Him in glo-ry Will the toils of life re-pay. 
Soon the pearl - y gates wiQ o - pen, We shall tread the streets of gold. 

x for va a 
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When we all get to Hear - en, What a day of n- 

When we all What a 
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joic - ing that will be! When we all 

day of re « joic - in* that wfll be! When we all 



Je - sos, We'll sing and shout the vie - to - ry 

■hoal, and about ike vie - to • ty. 



No. 48. 

EdftarPafee. 



Beulah Land. 

BY KMMMION OF MM. JNO. R. 8WENEV. 



Jno. R. Sweney. 




1. I've reached the land of corn and wine, And all its rich - es free - ly mine; 

2. My Sav-ior comes and walks with me, And sweet communion here have we; 

3. A sweet per-fume np - on the breeze Is borne from ev - er - ver - nal trees, 

4. The zeph-yrsseem to float to me, Sweet sounds of Heaven's mel - o - dy, 
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Here shines undimmed one bliss-ful day, For all my night has passed a-way. 
He gen - tly leads me by His hand, For this is Heav-en's bor - der-land. 
And flow'rs,that nev - er - f ad-ing grow Where streams of life for - ev - er flow. 
As an-gels with the white-robed throng Job in the sweet re-demp-tionsong. 



H]W t \ fU 
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Chorus. 




m 



O Beu-lah Land, sweet Beu-lah Land, As on thy high - est mount I stand, 



E 
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I look a-way a - cross the sea, Where mansions are pre-pared for me, 

■ f:ff f .f:ff =fefe 




And view the shin - ing glo-ry-shore,— My Heav'n, my homerfor - ev - er morel 



No. 49. My GraGe Is Sufficient for Thee. 

COTVIIMHT, 1ff14, BY M. HOMER CUMMtNOt. 

M.HC Rev. M. Homer Cummlnfis. 




1. Tho' sor-rows o'er-take thee and troub-les as - sail, My grace is suf- 

2. Tho' Sa - tan a - larm thee, his an - gel de - ride, My grace is suf- 

3. Tho' pleasures should leave thee and cherished hopes flee, My grace is suf- 

4. Tho' death may soon call thee to re-gions be-yond, My grace is snf- 




P " " P 
fi-cient for thee; I'U nev - er for-sake thee, My love can-not fail, 

fl-cient for thee; There's naught that can harm thee while I'm by thy side, 

ft-dent for thee; Mytreas-ures I'll give thee, thy por-tionl'U be, 

fi-cient for thee; What-e'er shall be - fall thee, with aid I'll re-spond, 




My grace is snf- fi-cient for thee. ' 'My grace is suf - fi-cient for 




m 



thee, (for thee,) My grace is snf - fi-cient for thee, (for thee,) For My 
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strength is made per-fect in weak-ness, My grace iB snf - fi-cient for thee." 
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No. 50. 
org. 



Keep the Heart Singing. 

OOPYftMHT, IMS, BY 0MA6. N. QABMIU 
OOPVRIQHT, 1t07 f IV E. O. BXOCU. 



Chas. H. GabrleL 




1. We may light-en toil and care, Or a hear-y bur-den share, With a 

2. If His loye is in the soul, And we yield to His con-trol, Sweetest 
3* How a word of loye will cheer, Kin-die hops, and ban-ish fear, Soothe a 
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word, a kind-ly deed, or son - ny smile; We may gir - die day and night 
mn - sic will the lone - ly hours be - guile; We may drive the clouds a-way, 
pain, or take a-way the sting of gufle; Oh, how much we all may do, 




With a ha -lo of de-light, If we keep the heart singing all the while. 
Cheer and bless the darkest day, If we keep the heart singing all the while. 
In the world we travel thro', If we keep the heart singing all the while. 




Keep the heart singing all the while; Make the world brighter with a 

singling, singing all the while; bright-er. 




smile; Keep the song ringing! lone-ly hours we may be-gufle, 

bright-er with a smile; 




No. 51. 

M. H. C. 



If You Just Keep Sweet. 



(ThMM svffffMtod bj a sermon of Be?. Q. D. Sampeea.) 

ootyrmht, itie, by m. homer cumminoa. m. Homer Cummlnfts. 




1. If the storms a - bove you rise. And ob - score the son- ny skief, 

2. There are man - y souls 'to - day In the "straight and narrow way," 

3. So then, as yon on - ward go Thro 9 the world of pain and woe, 

4. When yonr la - bora here are past, And yon dwell in peace at last, 




Let yonr life with gladness be re - plete; Sing a bright and cheer-y song, 
Who are pressing on with wear-y feet; All their sor - rows yon can share, 
Have a smile for ev - 'ry one yon meet; Let yonr light for Je - bus shine, 
Yon win walk up - on the gold - en street; Then,while an - gels sweet-ly sing, 




Hap-py as yon go a - long, Clouds will van-ish, if yon just keep sweet. 

And each heav-y bur-den bear, Ton can help them, if you just keep sweet. 

With a ra - di - ance di-vine, Ton will cheer them, if yon just keep sweet. 

Li the pres-ence of the King, Ton will praise Him that yon just kept sweet. 
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shine yonr soul to greet; If yon just keep sweet, If yon just keep sweet, 



No. 52. 



B. A* If. 



I Must Tell Jesus. 

OOPYMOHT, 18M, BY THE HOFFMAN MUSK OO. p M a 




1. I must tell Je - bdj all of my tri - als; I can-not bear these 

2. I must tell Je - Bos all of my troub-les; He is a kind, com- 

3. Tempted and tried I need a great Say - ior, One who can help my 

4. how the world to e - vil al -lures mel how my heart is 
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bnr-denB a - lone; 
pas-sion-ate Friend; 
bor-denB to bear; 
tempted to sin! 



In my dis- tress He kind-ly will help me; 
If I bat ask Him, He will de - liv - er, 
I must tell Je - sus, I must tell Je - bob; 
I most tell Je - bus, and He will help me 
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D. S.— / mu$t tell Je - sue! I mutt tell Je - sutl 

Fine. Chorus. 




He ev - er loves and cares for His own. 

Make of my troub-les quick-ly an end. 

He all my cares and sor-rowswfll share, 

- ver the world the vie -fry to win. 



I must tell Je - sus! 




Je-$UB can help me, Je~tus a - lone. 



D.S. 




I must tell Je - sus! I can -not bear my bur-dens a - lone; 




No. '53. I Want to Live Closer to Jesus. 



COPYRMHT, 1906, BY OHAS. H. 
»• E* O* EXOELL, OWNER. 



CtaM.H 



1. I want to five dos - er to Je - bob,— My tm - ion bo 

2. I want to Kve cIob - er to Ja - bob, For oft - en I 

3. I want to live clos - er to Je - bob, Still cIob - er and 





oft- en is dim; To look on His face and be filled with His grace, 
fol-low a • far; His voice I would hear sounding dose to my ear 
clos-er each day; TGI clasp -ing His hand I shall en - ter the land 



ns 




I want to five cloe-er to Him. 

To tell what His prom-is - es are, Clos-er to Jo-bub* dos-er to 

Where I shall be near Him for aye. 




No. 54. 



Rowe. 



I Would Be Like Jesus. 

copyright, itti, w i. o. tXOItL. 

WORM ANO MUMO. 



B. D. AckteT* 




TTJT 




eas-ures vain - ly call me; I would be like Je - am; 

- ken ey - 'ry fet - ter, I would be like Je - sob; 

from earth to Glo-ry, I would be like Je - am; 

en He may meet me, I would be like Je - am; 

would be HkeJe-i 
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Noth-ing world -ly shall en-thrall me; I would be like Je - am 

That my soul may serve Him bet - ter, I would be, like Je - am 

Tell - ing o'er and o'er the sto - ry, I would be like Je - am, 

TbatHbworro"WeDdone"niaygreetme l I would be like Je - am 

would be like Je 




Chorus. 




Be like Je - am, this my song, In the home and in the throng; 
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Be like Je • bos, all day long! I would be like J* • ma. 

I** • — "9 t 
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No. 55. 



The Lily of the Valley. 



BoflUh Melody i 




1. I hare found a friend in Je - bus, He's er - 'ry-thing to me, He's the 

2. Oh, He all my griefs has ta - ken, and all my sorrows borne; In temp- 

3. He win nev- er, nev - er leave me, nor yet for-sake me here, While I 



*■ 






fair - est of ten thousand to my soul; The Lil - y of the Val - ley, m 
ta - tion He's my strong and mighty tow'r; I have all for Him for - sa-ken, and 
lire by faith and do Hisbless-ed will; A wall of fire a-boutme, I've 
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qf the Val4ey, the 

Fine. 




Him a -lone I see All I need to cleanse and make me ful-ly whole. 

all my i - dolstorn Frommyheart, andnow He keeps me by Hispow'r, 

noth-ing now to fear, With His man - na He my hun - gry soul shall fin. 
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bright and mom-ing star, He's the fair - est of ten thousand to my soul. 
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sor - row He's my 
Tho' aU the world for 
Then sweep-jng up to 



com - fort, in tronb - le He's my stay, 
sake me, and Sat - an tempt me sore, 
glo - ry to . see His bless - ed face, 




No. 56. 

Ada Bteakhora. 



Let the Sunshine In. 

OOPYRIQHT, 1806, BY OH AS. H. GABRIEL. 
t. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 




1. Do you fear the foe will in the con - flict win? Is it dark with- 

2. Does yonr faith grow faint-er in the cause yon love? Are your prayers un- 

3. Would you go re - joi - cing in the up - ward way, Know-ing naught of 




out you — dark-er still with - in? Clear the dark-ened windows, o - pen 
an - swered by yonr God a - bove? Clear the dark-ened windows, o - pen 
dark-ness, dwell-ing in the day? Clear the dark-ened windows, o - pen 
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wide the door, Let a lit -tie sun-shine, in. Let a lit -tie sun-shine 
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in, ... . Let a lit -tie sun-shine in; ... . Clear the dark-ened 

son -shine in, the son-shine in; 






1 



mm 



223 



win-dows, o - pen wide the door, 



Let a lit - tie son - shine in. 



No. 57. Someone is Looking to You. 



W. M* LlghtlM}!* 



COPYRIGHT, IK*} IV CHAS. M. OAMUEL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chai. H. Oabrld. 




1. Let your light shine where-so-e'er you go, Some-one is look-ing to 

2. Some-one is grop-ing his way to God, Some-one is look-ing to 

3. Some-one your coun-sel win snre-ly take, Some-one is look-ing to 

4. Some-one has al-most ac-cept- ed Him, Some-one is look-ing to 




yonl 
yon! 
you! 
yon! 



Bright - er . each day let it gleam and glow, Some-one is 
Fol - low - ing on where your feet have trod, Some-one is 
And by your life his de - ci - sion make, Some-one is 



And may be lost if your light grows dim, Some-one is 



i 




look-ing to you! Look-ing to you, yes, look-ing to you! 




Let your fight shine the dark -ness through; be faith -ml, be 
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loy-al, and true, For some-one is look-ing to you! 
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No. 58. We Shall See the King Some Day. 



m* Cm J* 



COPYRIGHT, 1906, BY CHA8. H. GABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



L. E. Jones. 




1. Tho' the way we joor-ney may be oft «■ en drear, We shall 

2. Aft - er pain and an-guish, aft - er toil and care, We shall 

3. Aft - er foes are conquered, aft - er bal- ties won, We shall 

4. There with all the loved ones who have gone be - fore, We shall 



the 
the 
the 
the 




King some day; (some day;) On that bless-ed morning clouds will dis - ap-pear; 
King some day; (some day;) Thro' the endless a - ges joy and blessing share, 
King some day; (some day;) Aft -er strife is o - ver, af t - er set of sun, 
King some day; (some day;) Sor-row past for-ev - er, on that peaceful shore, 



w f i f n 
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We shall see the King some day. We shall see the King some day, (some day, ) 




When the clouds have rolled a - way; (a - way;) Gathered 'round the throne, 




When He shall call His own, We shall see the King some day. 

/IN 



No. 59. Jesus Is All the World to Me. 



W. L.T. 



, IflM, IV WILL L. THOMMON. 
POILWHUMOO. OWMM. 



WM L. Tfeompi 




1. Je - sas is all 

2. Je - sua is all 

3. Je - bob is all 

4. Je - bob is all 



the world to me, My life, my joy, my all; 

the world to me, My Friend in tri - als sore; 

the world to me, And true to Him I'H be; 

the world to me, I want no bet - ter friend; 
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He is my strength from day to day, With-out Him I would fall. 
I go to Him for bless-ings, and He gives them o'er and o'er. 
Ob, how could 1 this Friend de - ny, When He's so true to me? 
I trust Him now, I'll trust Him when Life's fleet-ing days shall end. 
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When I am sad, to Him I go, No oth- 

He sends the sun - shine and the rain, He sends 

Fol - low - ing Him I know I'm right, He watch 

Bean - ti - ful life with such a Friend; Bean -ti- 



er one can 

the har- vest's 

-es o'er me 

ful life that 
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cheer me so; When I am sad He makes me glad, He's my Friend, 

gold - en grain; Sun-shine and rain, har - vest of grain, He's my Friend, 

day and night; Fol-low-ing Him, by day and night, He's my Friend, 

has no end; E-ter-nal life, e - ter-nal joy, He's my Friend. 



No. 60. 



My Mother's Hands. 



Mrs. M. E. W. 



USED 1Y PERMIMION. 



Mrs. M. E. Wilson. 



Slow and with great expression. 






1. Oh, those beautiful, beautiful hands! Tho' they neither were white nor small, 

2. Oh, those beautiful, beautiful hands! How they cared for my in - fant days! 

3. Oh, those beautiful, beautiful hands! As they pressed my ach - ing brow; 

4. Oh, those beautiful, beautiful hands! Thin and wrinkled with age they grew; 

5. Oh, those beautiful, beautiful hands! I stood by her cof-fin one day, 

6. Oh, those beautiful, beautiful hands! I shall clasp them a - gain once more, 





Tet my mother's hands were the fair-est And love - li - est hands of all. 
They guided my feet in - to pleasant paths And smoothed all the rug-ged ways. 
They cooled the fever and eased the pain; Me - thinks I can feel them now. 
But stilljbhey toiled on for the child so dear, And her love mmtA more tender and true. 
And I kissed those hands so cold and white, As qui - et and peace-ful she lay. 
As my feet touch the bank of the heav'nly land, We shall meet on that shining shore. 



m 





My mother's dear hands, her beautiful hands, Which guided me safe o'er life's sands, 
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I bless God's name for the mem - 'ry Of mother's own beau-ti-ful hands. 
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No. 61. 



Spare My Boy. 

Tune:— "Just Bvobi The Batiu." 



A.N.O. 




COYRK1HT, 1016, BY M. HOMER CUMM1NQ*. AlT. by 

Rev. M. Homer Cummln&s. 



^tm^ 



1. 

2. 
3. 



Thro' the in-fant days I watched him, Guard -ed well my dar - ling boy; \ 
Thro ' the nights I soothed and rocked him , On a bos-om filled with joy; J 
Thro' the childhood years I led him, Guid - ed e'er his lit - tie feet; 
Who could harm him, who could dare to Taint the lips so ten-der, sweet? 
Pa - tient - ly I watched the bud-ding Of the man-hood of the child: 
Can I see the no - ble bloom-ing Blight-ed, ru-ined, or de- filed? 




Now, a - las! I may not shield him, Tho' by sin and death be - goued; 
Must I yield my heart's fond treasure To the blighting curse of rum? 
Spare my loved one, spare his manhood, Of my life the pride and joy; 
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I on - ly can en-treat the Broiler, Spare my child, spare my cnfld. 
rob me of my food and shelter, On - ly spare my dar-ling son. 
Ah! you can take tine shining gold, yet Spare my loved one, spare my boy. 
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Chorus. 




Spare my boy, spare my darling, Spare my own, my precious boy; 

Spare, spare my darling, 

It 



re my own, my precious boy; 




PPD 

For sure the wine-cup will destroy him , Spare, spare my darling boy. 

wine-cup will destroy him, 

t 
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No. 61 Only Walt 

WORM OOPYRMJHTEO IV OOPYMOHT, 1I1«, BY MO. T. BIMON. W. R. NeWelL 

A. B. Simpson, N. Y. Chorus, words and Music, byLB. Haines. 

1. Oft I hear a gen-tle whisper o'er me 8teal-ing, When my tri - als and my 

2. When I can-not un-der-stand my Father's leading, And it seems to be but 

3. When the promise seems to linger, long de-lay-ing, And I trem-ble testper- 

4. When I see the wicked prosper in their sin-ning, And the righteous pressed by 

5. Oh, how fit-tie soon will seem our hardest sorrow, And how tri-fiing is our 

6. I have cho-sen my e - ter-nal por-tion yon-der, I am press-ing hard to 




burdens seem too great; Like the sweet-voiced bells of evening softly peal-ing, 
hard and cru -el fate. Still I hear that heav'nly whis-per ev - er pleading: 
haps it come too late, Still I hear that sweet-voiced angel ev-er say - ing: 
many a cru - el strait, I re - mem-ber this is on - ly the- be - gin - ning, * 
pres-ent brief es - tate; Could we see it in the fight of heav'n's to - mor - row, 
reach yon heav'nly gate; And tho' oft a - long the way I weep and won-der, 




It is Bay -ing to my spir-it, On-ly wait. 

Oodjs faithful, God is work-ing, on-ly wait. 

Tho' it tar - ry, it is com - ing, on - ly wait. On-ly wait; again I hear that 

And I whis-per to my spir-it, On-ly wait. 

Oh, how eas - y it would be for us to wait. 

Still I hear that heav'nly whisper, On-ly wait. 




whis - per, On-ly wait, 'twin not be ver - y long; E - ven now the 
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Only Wait 
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Fa-ther's hand is lead-ing, Soon with Je-sos we will sing the vic-tor's song. 




No. 63. God Will Take Gare of Me. 



M. H. C. 



COPYRIGHT, ttie, BY M. HOMER CUMMIN08. 

Rev. M. Homer Cummlngs. 
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1. Tho' clonds o'er-hang the way, And dark my path may be, 

2. Tho' bil- lows may dash high On life's tern- pes -tuous sea, 

3. In sea - sons oi dis - tress, When earth - ly com - forts flee, 
# 4. And when at last I stand Be - side death's chill - y sea. 
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This is my song, both night and day, — God will take care of me. 

I know my Lord is ev - er nigh, He will take care of me. 

He waits the wear - y soul to bless, He will take care of me. 

He'll bear me safe to heav- en's land, He will take care of me. 



Chorus. 
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God will take care of me, What-e'er my lot may be; 

of me, may be; 
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Thro' ev - 'ry day, and all the way, He will take care of me. 

m 
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4\W~W 



Dr. B. T. GMmI. 



Loyalty to Ghrist. 

COPYRIGHT, ISM, 1M6, IY E. O. EXCCU. 
WORM AND MUMO. 



Flora H. CumL 




1. From o-ver hill and plain There comes the signal strain/Tialoy-al-tyjloy-al-ty, 

2. hear, ye brave, the sound That movesthe earth around, 'Tis loy-al-ty, loy-al-ty, 

3. Gome, join our loyal throng, We'll rout the gi-ant wrong, 'Tis loy-al - ty , loy-al- ty, 

4. The strength of youth we lay At Je - bus' feet to-day, ' Tis loy-al - ty , loy-al - 



I 




loy-al-ty to Ghrist; Its mu -sic rolls a -long, The hills take up the song, 
loy - al - ty to Ghrist; A - rise to dare and do , Ring out the watch-word true, 
loy-al-ty to ChristjWhere Satan's banners float We'll send the bu - gle% note, 
loy - al - ty to Ghrist; His gos-pel we'll pro-claim Thro'-out the world's domain, 







Of loy-al-ty, loy-al-tv, Yes,loy - al-ty to Christ. "On to vic-to-ryl On to 
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vic-to-ry!"Cries our great Commander; "On!". . . . We'll move at His command, 

great Commander;"Qn!" 
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We'll soon pos-sess the land, Thro' loy-al-ty, loy-al-ty, Yes, loy-al-ty to Ghrist. 




No. 65. 

CH.G 



tie is So Precious to Me. 

COPYRIGHT, 1M2, BY CMAS. H. OABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT, 1N7, BY E. O. EXCEU. 



Chas. H. Gabriel 




1. So pre-dous is Je - sus, my Sav - ior, my King, His praise all the 

2. He stood at my heart's door 'mflhuiishine and rain, And pa-tient-ly 

3. I stand on the moun-tain of bless-ing at last, No cloud in the 
4.1 praise Him be-cause He ap-point-ed a place Where, some day, thro' 




I sing; To Him in m 



3^ 



day long with rapture I sing; To Him in my weakness for strength I can cling, 
waited an entrance to gain; What shame that so long He en-treat-ed in Tain, 
heavens a shad-ow to cast; His smile is up -on me, the val-ley is past, 
faith in His won-der-ful grace, I know I shall see Him— shall look on His face, 





CHORUS. Faster. 
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For He is so precious to me.... For He is so precious to me, 

so pre-dous to me. 




For He is so pre-cious to me; 'Tis Heav-en be - low 

so pre-cious to me; 

_ ■ - 
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No. 66. 



C.H.O. 



Growing Dearer Badi Day. 

OOPVmOHT, 1M7, BV CHAA. H. GABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chas. H. Gabriel. 




1. How sweet fa the love of my Savior! 'Tfa bound-less and deep as the sea; And 

2. I know He fa ev -er be-side mel E - ter - ni - ty on - ly will prove The 

3. Wher-ev - er Heleadslwillfol-low, Thro'sor-row, or shadow, or son; And 

4. Some day face to face I shall see Him, And oh, what a joy it will be To 




best of it all, it fa dai- lyGrow-ing sweet -er and sweeter to me. 
heightandthedepthofHismercy, And the breadth of His in - fi-nite love, 
tho' I be tried m the for-nace, I can say, "Lord, Thy will be it done." 
know that His love, now so precious, Will for-ev - er grow sweeter to mel 




Sweet - er and sweeter to me, . • . 

Sweet-er to me, grow - ing sweeter to me. 



Dear - er and 

Dear-er each day. 




dear-er each day; . . . Oh, 

grow - ing dear-er each day; Oh, 



won - - der - ml love of my 

won-der-ful love, love of my 




Sav - ior, Grow -ing dear .- - er each step of my way! 

Say - ior, Grow - ing dear - er and dear - er each step of my way! 



No. 67. 



The Better I Love Him. 



M. H. C. 



Dedicated to Rev. Jno. T. Hickman. 

COPYRIGHT, 1919, BY M. HOMER CUMMIN06. 

Rev. M. Homer Cummin&s. 



mt^uu^ 1 1 J* 1 1> t n%J 



1. I have such a dear, lov-ing Friend, No oth -er can with Him corn-pare; 

2. My needs He doth dai- ly sap - ply, No mat-ter how great they may be; 

3. His pres-ence dis-pels ev - 'ry fear, And brightens my path-way be - low; 

4. And when I'm ac-cord-ed a, place With Christ in His mansions of gold, 




Up - on Him for strength I de - pend, I bring ev -'ry bur-den and care. 

His rich-es in glo-ry on high, Are boundless, exhaustless, and free. 

His Spir-it, to com-fort and cheer, Is with me wher-ev - er I go. 

I'll sing of His mer - cy and grace, And all of His beau-ty be - hold. 
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Chorus. 
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The more I am with Him, the bet - ter I love Him, He's 
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all the world to me; 







I'll serve Him for - ev - er 
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ear -nest en-deav - or, Like- Je - bus I long 

f 7 J' 



r^ 



m 



>*> 



tt* 



p=t 




No. 68. 



Iter. D. 5, 



I Want to Go There. 

OOPYRJBHT, IBM, BY CHABUt D. TILLMAN. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Rev. D. Snlllns. 




1. They tell of a cit - y far up in the sky, I want to go 

2. Its * gates are • all pearl, its streets are all gold, I want to go 

3. When the old ship of Zi-on shallmake her last trip, I want to be 

4. When Je - sua is crowned the King of all kings, I want to be 



ifc 
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there, I 
there, I 
there, I 
there, I 



do; 'Tis built in the land of "the sweet by and by," I 

do; The Lamb is the light of that cit - y we're told, I 

do; With heads all un-cov-ered to greet the old ship, I 

do; With shout -ing and clap-ping till all heav-en rings, I 





ifeyfei 



want to go there,don't you? 
want to go there, don't you? 
want to be there, don't you? 
want to be there, don't you? 



There Je - sus has gone to pre-pare us a 
Death robs us all here, there none ev - er 
When all the ship's company meet on the 
Hal-le - lu-jahl we'll shout a - gain and a- 
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heme, I want to go there, I 

die, I want to go there, I 

strand, I want to be there, I 

gain, I want to be there, I 



do; Where sick - ness nor sor - row nor 

do; Where loved ones will nev - er a- 

do; "With songs on our lips and with 

do; And close with the cho - rus, A- 






I Want to Go There. 



Refrain. 




death ev - er come, I want to go there, don't yon? 1-2.1 want to go there, 

gain say good-bye, I want to go there, don't yon? 

harps in our hands," I want to be there, don't you? 3-4.1 want to be there, 



men, and A - men, I want to be there, don't you? 
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I want to go there, I want to go there, I do; want to go there, don't you? 
I want to be there, I ex-pect to be there, I do; pect to be there, don't you? 
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No. 69. 



M. H. C. 



Purer Yet, Purer. 



Copyright, 1919. by M. Homtr Cummlnfi. 

Rev. M. Homkr Cummings. 




1 



1. Pur-er yet, pur-er, I would be, More like the Christ who died for me; 

2. Nearer yet, near-er to Thy side, Draw me, God, what-e'er be - tide; 

3. Deeper yet, deeper, I would go, In-to the crim-son, cleans - ing flow; 

4. Higher yet, high-er, I would climb, Up-on the mountain height sub - lime; 
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Patient and lov-ing, gen-tle and true, Liv-ing like Him in all that I do. 
Moment by moment o'er all the way, Guide me and keep me, Father, I pray. 
Wash me and nake me whiter than snow, Till all Thy fulness, Lord, I shall know. 
In the clear sunlight's ra-di-ant rays, Lost in Thy goodness, filled with Thy praise. 
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No. 70. 



God Will Take Gare of You. * 



C D. Martin. 



Dedicated to my wife, Mri. John A. Davit. 

COPYRIGHT. 1906, BY JOHN A. DAVIS. 
USED BY PERMISSION. 



W. S. Martin. 




1. Be not dis-mayed what-e'er be -tide, God will take care of yon; 

2. Thro' days of toil when heart doth fail, God will take care of you; 

3. All yon may need He will pro-vide, God will take care of yon; 

4. No mat-ter what may be the test, God will tako care of 

1 



yon; 





Be - neath His wings of lore " a - bide, God will take care of yon. 

When dan-gers fierce your path as -sail, God will take care of you. 

Noth-ing yon ask will be de-nlfed, God will take care of yon. 

Lean, wear -y one, up -on His breast, God will take care of yon. 

J - J 
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God' will take care 
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of you, Thro' ev - 'ry day, 



O'er all the way; 
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He will take care of yon, God will take care of you. 

take care of yon. 
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No, 71. 



W. A. O. 



Seeking the Lost 



USED BY PER OF MM. W. A OOOCN. 
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W. A. Ogden 
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1. Seek-ing the lost, yes, kind-ly en -treat - ing, Wan-der-ers 

2. Seek-ing the lost, and point-ing to Je - bob, Souls that are 

3. Thus I would go on mis-sions of mer - cy, Fol - low - ing 
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on the mount - ain s - stray; "Come on - to me." His 

weak and hearts that are sore; Lead - ing them forth in 

Christ from day mi - to day; Cheer - ing the faint, and 
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mes-sage re-peat - ing. Words of the Mas - ter speak-ing to - day. 
ways of sal - va - tion, Show-ing the pr,th to life ev - er - more, 
rais - ing the fall - en; Point-ing the lost to Je - sua, the Way. 
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Chorus. 
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ing a -fax 



up - on the mount-tin 



fQo- 

(In-to the fold of my Re-deem -er, 



r Go-ing a-far upon the monnt-ain Bringing the 
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Bring-ing the wan-d'rer back a - gain, back a - gain \ 
Je • sua the Lamb for sin-nen {Omit.) J 




slain, for sin - new slain. 




wan - d'rer back a-gain_„ . . 
Lamb for sin-nen (Omit) 
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No. 72. 

M. B. Williams. 

Duet. 



My Mother's Bible. 



COPYRIGHT, 1808, BY CHARLIE 0. TILLMAN. Charlie D. TUlmOXI. 




1. There's a dear and precious Book, Tho' it 'b worn and fad-ed now, Which re- 

2. As she read the sto-ries o'er, Of those might-y men of old, Of 

3. Then she read of Je- bus' love, As He blest the chil-dren dear. How He 

4. Well, those days are past and gone, Bat their mem-'ry lin - gers still, And the 
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calls those happy days of long a - go; 
Jo - seph and of Dan - iel and their trials; 
snf-ferod, bled and died up - on the tree; 
dear old Book each day has been my guide; 



When I stood at mother's knee, 
Of lit -tie Da-vidbold, 

Of His heav-y load of care,— 
And I seek to do His will, 
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With her hand up - on my brow, And I heard her voice in gentle tones and low. 
Who be-came a king at last; Of Sa-tan with his man-y wicked wiles. 
Then she dried my flowing tears With her kisB-es as she said it was for me. 
As my mother taught me then , And ev - er in my heart His words a-bide. 
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Bless-ed Book, 
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pre-cions Book, On thy dear old tear-stained 

Blessed Book, precious Book, 



My Mother's Bible. 




leaves I love to look; (lore to look;) Thou art sweet-er day by day, As I 
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walk the nar-row way That leads at last to that bright home a-bove. 

a. 




No. 73. 

Mary D. James. 



It Reaches Me. 



FROM ' < TH« EARNER. » » USED BY KMIMMOM. 



Jno. R. Sweney. 




1. Oh, this at - ter-most sal-va-tionl 'Tjs a foun- tain full and free, 

2. How a-maz-ingGod'scom-pas-sion That so vile a worm should prove 

3. Je - bus, Sav - ior, I a - dore Thee! Now Thy love I will pro-claim, 
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Pore, ez-haustrless, ev - er flow-ing, Wondrous grace 1 it reach-es me! 
This stu-pen-dous bliss of Heav-en, This un-meas-ured wealth of love! 
I will tell the bless-ed sto - ry, I will mag - ni - fy Thy name! 
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D.S. — Pure,ex-hautt-leu f ev - er flow - ing, Wondrous grace! it reaeh-e$ me! 

Chorus. D. S. 



[ORUS 
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It reach-es me! it reach-es me! Wondrous grace! it reacb-es me! 




No. 74. Take the Name of Jeeus With You. 



OOPVMQHT^itMt tV W s H. OOANl* RfNfWAU 



•Mrs* I*y4ta Baxter* 



W.H. Dome. 




1. Take the name of Je- sua with you, Child of sor-rowand of woe; 

2. Take the name of Je-sus ev - er As a shield from ev-'ry snare; 

3. the precious name of Je -bos! How it thrills our souls with joy, 

4. At the name of Je-sus bow - ing, Fall •ing prostrate at His feet, 





It will joy and corn-fort give yon. Take it then, where'er yon go. 
If -temp-ta - tions round you gath - er, Breathe that ho - ly name in prayer* 
When His lov- ing arms re-ceive us, And His songs our tongues em-ploy I 
Dug- of kings in Heav'n we'll crown Him, When our jour-ney is com-plete. 




Chords. 
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Precious name, how sweet! Hope of earth and joy of Heav'n; 

Precious name, Ohowsweett 
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Precious name, how sweet! Hope of earth and joy of Heav'n. 

PredooB name, how •weet, how uracil 



No. 75. 



Row*. 



Because I Love Jesus. 

COPYRIGHT, 1902, BY OMA8. H. GABRIEL.* 
E. O. EXCEll, OWNER. 



Chat. H. eabrfel. 




1. My path may be lone-ly, and dark be the night. The clouds may be 

2. Be -cause I love Je - bus, my Sav-ior and thine. There's peace in my 

3. Tho' loved ones be ta - ken a - way from my side. Tho' rich - es and 

4. Tho' all that is e - vil &s gainst me corn-bine, Tho' Sa-tan a- 




hid -ing the sun from my sight, Yet I have as-sur-ance that all will be right, 
soul, there is comfort di-vine; 'Twill al-ways abide, for the promise is mine, 
hon - or to me be de - nied, Yet if I but trust Him no ill can be-tide, 
round me his snares should entwine; Yet if I am f aith-ful a crown will be mine, 




Be - cause I love Je - bus. Be -cause , I love Je - 

Be - cause 




i f i f' ff t 
i r i r i r e 



l itttn. S 1 



P^ 



■*-•— ' 




m=g 



pm^ 



Je - sus, Be - cause I' love Je - bus; My soul is at 

Be - cause 




rest, and in Him I am blest, Be - cause I love Je - sus. 

Be - cause 
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No. 76. Spend One Hour With Jesus. 

WORDS AND MUMO OOPVMOHT, 1013, BY E. O. EXCILU 

Katharine A. GHmes. internationai. oopywoht secured. 




6. O. Excel!. 
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1. Wear • y soul by an op-pressed, Spend one hoar with Je 

2. Do yon fear the gath-'ring gloom? Spend one hour with Je 

3. Ev • 'ry need He wnl sup • ply, Spend one hoar with Je 

4. Al a - long fife's storm-y way, Spend one hoar with Je 



-sas; 
• sos; 
•sas; 
-sas; 




He wQl give your spir • it rest, Spend one hoar with Je • sas: 

In the si - lent in - ner room, Spend one hoar with Je - sas: 

He a- lone can sat • is - fy, Spend one hoar with Je- gas: 

Call up • on Him day by day, Spend one hoar with Je • sas: 
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He has felt your grief be -fore, Num-bered all your sor- rows o'er, 
He will speak un - to your soul, Make your ev • 'ry heart-ache whole, 
Oh, the mer - cy He will show, Oh, the grace He will be - stow, 
Tell Him all— He is your Friend, He will count-less bless -ings send* 




He will ev - 'ry joy re -store; Spend one hour with Je • bus. 

Point you to the Heay'n-ly Goal; Spend one hour with Je - sua. 

Grace to con-quer ev • 'ry foe; Spend one hour with Je - bus. 

He wiU keep you to the end; Spend one hour with Je - bus. 
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No. 77. The Touch of His Hand on Nine . 



Jessie Brown Pounds. I# . ^^^ ^u, 



Henry P. Morion. 




1. There are days so dark that I seek in vain For the face of my 

2. There are times, when tired of the toil-some road, That for ways of the 

3. When the way is dim, and 1 can - not see Thro' the mist of His 

4. In the last sad hour, as I stand a • lone Where the pow - ers of 
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Friend Di - fine; Bat tho' dark-new hide, He is there to guide 

world I pine; But He draws me back to the np-ward track 

wise de - sign, How my glad heart yearns and my faith re - tarns 

death com - bine, While the dark waves roll He will guide my soul 
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Van. Chorus. 
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By the touch of His hand on mine. Oh, the touch of His hand on mine, 
D. S.-/h the touch cf Hit hand on mine. . on mine, 




D. S. 




Oh, the touch of His hand on mine 1 There is grace and pow'r , in the trying hour, 

on mine! 




No. 78. Just When I Need Him Most. 



Rev. Win. Pooi 



OOPYRiOHT, IMS, IV CHAt. H. OAaRltl. 

oorvmaHT, itot , nr e. o. exceu 



Chas. H. Gabriel. 
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1. Just when I need Him, Je-sus is near, Just when 1 fal - ter, just when I fear; 

2. Just when I need Him, Je-sus is true, Nev-er for-sak-ing all the way thro'; 

3. Just when I need Him, Je-sus is strong, Bearing my bur-dens all the day long; 

4. Just when I need Him, He is my all, An-swer-ing when up-on Him I call; 
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Read-y to help me, read-y to cheer, Just when I need Him most. 

Giv - ing for bur-dens pleasures a - new, Just when I need Him most. 

For all my sor-row giv -ing a song, Just when I need Him most. 

Ten-der-ly watch-ing lest I should fall, Just when I need Him most. 




Chorus. 




Just when I need Him most, Just when I need Him most; 



mMWi'liiEh 





Je - sus is near to corn-fort and cheer, Just when I need Him most. 




No. 79. 



There is Gladness in My Soul. 

Dedicated to the Union. Mission, Charleston, IV. Va. 

COPYRIGHT, 1018, BY PAT. ■. WITMROW, CHARLESTON, W. VA. 

Rev. M. Homer Cummlnfca. 




1. 0, my heart is foil of mu-ric and of glad-ness, Since the Savior came in- 

2. When I wandered far away from Him, He sought me; Oft I felt His bless-ed 

3. He has bro-ken ev-'ry bondage, chain, and fet-ter, From the pow-er of the 

4. I am praying now that others lost may know Him, That they, too, may feel sal- 
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to my soul to dwell; He has banished all my sorrow and my sadness, And so 
Spirit strive within; Now unto the cleansing fountain He has brought me, And His 
en-e-my I'm free; And each day I want to love and serve Him better; More and 
va-tion's wondrous joy; All I am or ev - er hope to be I owe Him; In His 




sweetly tells me now that all is well. There is glad - ness, There is 

precious blood has washed away my sin. 

more like Christ my Lord I long to be. 

ser - vice all my time I shall em-ploy. There is gladness. 
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glad - ness, There is gladness in my soul to - day; 
There is gladness, 



Waves of 



Hal- le- lu- jah ! 




glory o'er me i?fl,Shout8 of joy , I can't control,For my sins have all been washed away. 



No. 80. Onward, Christian Soldiers. 

Sabine Baring-Gould. Arthur Sullivan. 




1. On-ward, Christian sol - diersl Marching as- to war. With the cross of Je - bus 

2. At the sign of tri - umph Sa-tan's host doth flee; On, then, Christian sol-diers, 

3. Like a might-y ar - my Motes the Church of God; Brothers, we are tread -ing 

4. On-ward, then, ye peo - pie! Join our hap-py throng; Blend with ours your Toices 





Go - ing on be - foret Christ, the roy - al Mas - ter, Leads a-gainst the foe; 
On to vie - to - ry! Hell's foun-da-tions qui? - er At the shout of praise; 
Where the saints have trod; We are not di - yjd - ed, All one bod - y we, 
In the tri-umph song; Glo - ry, laud and hon - or Un - to Christ the King, 
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Refrain. 




For-ward in - to bat - tie, See His ban-ner go! 

Brothers, lift your voi - ces, Loud your anthems raise. Onward, Christian sol - diers! 

One in hope and doc - trine, One in char - i - ty. 

This thro' countless a - ges Men and an-gels sing. 
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March-ingas to war, With the cross of Je - bus Go -ing on be - fore. 

lit ft. . - - J. 
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No. 81. 



Rock of Ages. 

Tuna:— "Jcahita." 

COPYRIGHT, 1016, BY M. HOMER CUMMINOt. 

Arr. by M. Homer Cummin&s. 




1. Bock of A -ges, Bock of A - ges, cleft for me, Let me 

2. Could my tears, Could my tears for - ev - er flow, Could my 

3. While I draw, While I draw this fleet-ing breath, When my 
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hide my - self in Thee; Let the wa - ter and the blood, 

zeal no Ian -goor know, These for sin could not a - tone; 

eyes shall dose in death, When I rise to worlds un-known, 




From Thy wounded side which flowed, Be of sin the doub - le cure, 
Thou must save, and Thou a - lone: In my hand no price I bring; 
And be-hold Thee on Thy throne, Bock of A - ges, cleft for me, 




/ Slower. 



Chorus, mf a tempo. 
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Save me from its pow'r, 

To Thy cross I cling. Bock of A - ges, Bock of A - ges, 

Let me hide in Thee. 
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deft for me, Let me hide, 



Let me hide in Thee. 
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No. 82. 



Where We'll Never Grow Old. 



COPYRIGHT, 1886! BY I. N McHOSE. 

Rev. W. W. Bally, copyright, iat4, by e. o. exccll, owner. 
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1. N. McHose. 




1. have yon not heard of that coon-try a - bove, The name of its 

2. A man-sion of won-der-fnl beau-ty is there, And Je-sus that 

3. They tell me its friendships and love are so pure, Its joys ney - er 

4. In life's wea-ry conflicts, there's fainting and care, Each year the gray 
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King and His in - fi-nite love? His chfl-dren are deathless and hap-py I'm 

man-sion has gone to prepare; Its bright jas-per walls how 1 long to be- 

die, and its treasures are sore; And loved ones depart-ed, so si - lent and 

deep-ens a shade in the hair; But in the blest book where my name is en- 
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D. S.— It glad-den* my heart with a joy that?* un- 

Fine. 




told; Oh, will it a - bide— will we nev-er grow old? 

hold, And join in the song that will nev-er grow old. 'Twill al-ways be 

cold, Will greet us a - gain where we'll never grow old. 

rolled, I read of that land where we'll never grow old. 




told. To think of that land where we'll nev-er grow old. 
Chorus. 
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new, it will nev - er de-cay; No night ev - er comes.it will al - ways be day; 

I at-..***. 
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No. 83. 



My Burdens Rolled Away. 



M. A* 8« 



vOFVftlOHT, IMS, BY 1. 0. MARTIN. 
MED BY PERMWtlON 



Mrs. Minnie A. Steel*. 




1. I re-mem-ber when my burdens rolled a - way, I had car-riod them for 

2. I re-mem-ber when my burdens rolled a - way, That I feared would nev-er 

3. I re-mem-ber when my burdens rolled a - way, That had hin-dered me for 

4. I am sing-ing since my burdens rolled a - way, There's a song with -in my 




years,nightandday; When I sought the blessed Lord, and I took Him at His word, 




Then at once all my burdens 1 rolled a - way. 

I was glad when my burdens rolled a - way. Boiled a- way, 

And I knew that my burdens could not stay. 

Hal - le-m-jahl all my burdens rolled a - way. 



rolled a- 



RoUad a - way. 





way, I am happy since my burdens rolled a- way; Rolled a- 

rolled a -way, since my burdens rolled a-way; 




way, rolled a - way, I am hap-py since my burdens rolled away. 

Rolled a_- way, rolled a - way, 



No. 84. The Old Rugged Gross. 

"The Cross of our Lord Jesus Christ."— Gal. 6: 14. 
G. B. worm ano music copyrioht. 1018, sv oeo. bennard. Rev. Geo. Bennard. 

Solo anp Chorus. 




1. On a hill far a - way stood an old rug-ged cross, The emblem of 

2. Oh, that old rug-ged cross, so de-spised by the world, Has a wondrous at- 

3. In the old rug-ged cross, stained with blood so divine, A won - drous 

4. To the old rug-ged cross, I will ev - er be true, Its shame and re- 




suf-f 'ring and shame; And I love that old cross, where the dearest and best 
trac-tion for me; For the dear Lamb of God left His glo - ry a-bove, 
beau-ty I see; For 'twas on that old cross Je- sua suf-fered and died, 
proach glad-ly bear; Then He'll call me some day to my home far a -way, 
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For a world of lost sin-ners was slain. 
To bear it to dark Gal -va- ry. 
To par - don and sane - ti - fy me. 
Where His glo-ry for - ev - er Fll share. 



So I'll cher-ish the old rug-ged 



cross, 



the 
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cross, Till my trophies at last I lay down; I will cling to the 

old rug-fed cross, 
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rugged cross, And ex-change it some day for a crown. 

cross, the old rug-ged cross, 



No. 85. 



Fanny J. Crosby. 



Rescue the Perishing. 

COPYRIGHT PROPERTY OF W. H. OOANE. 
UtED BY PERMISSION. 



William H. Dome. 




1. Res-cue the per-ish - ing, Care for the dy -ing, Snatch them in pit-y from 

2. Tho' they are slighting Him, Still He is wait-ing, Wait-ing the pen - i- tent 

3. Down in the hn-man heart,Crush'd by the tempter, Feel-ings lie buried that 

4. Res-cne the per-ish-ing, Du - ty de-mands it;Strength for thy la-bor the 





sin and the grave; Weep o'er the err-ing one, Lift up the fall - en, 
child to re-ceive; Plead with them ear-nest-ly, Plead with them gen-tly: 
grace can re-store; Tonch'd by a lov-ing heart, Wak-ened by kind-ness, 
Lord will pro-vide; Back to the nar-row way Pa - tient-ly win them; 




Chorus. 
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Tell them of Je - ana the might-y to save. 

He willfor-give if they on-ly be-lieve. Res-cae the per-ish-ing, 

Chords that were broken will vi-brate once more. 

Tell the poor wand'rer a Sav-iorhas died. 
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Care for the dy - ing; Je - sns is mer-ci-fol, Je-sns will save. 
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No. 86. 



B. B. Hewitt. 



Somebody Need* You. 

COPYRIGHT, 1MB, BY OHAB. H. GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT, 1gM, BY E. O. EXOEU. 



Chai . H. Oabriel. 




1. Child of the Mas-ter,wher-ev - er yoa are, Some-bod-y needs your care! 

2. Shine for the Mas-ter with deeds of good cheer jSome-one is in the night; 

3. Sing of your Sav-ior with heart all a-giow, Some-bod-y needs your song; 

4. Then,when you enter the Cit - y of gold, Some-one will meet yon there; 
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Some-one at home or a wand'rer a - far— Some-bod-y needs your prayer. 
Send outthebeamsthatwillBhine bright and clear,Some-bod-y needs your light. 
Bless -ing will fol- low the heart's o-ver-flow, Brighten the way a - long. 
Some-one to whom the glad sto - ry yon told, Some-one your joy will share. 




Chorus. 
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Some-bod-y needs you, needs your love, Seeking a bless -ing from a-bove; 
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Some-bod-y needs you, some-bod-y needs you, Some-bod-y needs your love. 




No. 87. 



B.O.B. 



A Little Bit of Love. 

To my Friend* Marion Lawrence. 

OOFYMOHT, t90», IV E. O. IXCELL. WORM AND MUttO. 

nrrowATiONM. copyright mcurco. 



B. O. BxcdL 





1. Do you know the world is dy-ing For 

2. From the poor of ev - *ry cit - y, For 

3. Down be -fore their i - dob fall-ing, For 

4. Whfle the souls of men are dy-ing For 



a fit-tie bit of love? Ev-'ry- 

a fit -tie bit of love, Hands are 

a lit - tie bit of love, Man - y 

a fit -tie bit of love, Whfle the 



where we hear the sigh-ing For % fit -tie bit of love; For the love that rights a 

reach-ingout in pit-y For a fit -tie bit of love; Some have burdens hard to 

souls in vain arecall-ing For a Ht- tie-bit of love; If they die in sin and 

chfl-dren,too,arecry-ing For a fit -tie hit of love, Stand no lon-ger i-dly 




wrong,Fillsthe heart with hope and song; They have waited, oh)SO long, For a 
bear,Some have sorrows we should share; Shall they falter and de-spair For a 
shame,Some one sure-ly is to blame Fornotgo-ing in His name, With a 
by, Yon can help them if yon try; Go, then, saying, ' ' Here am I, ' ' With a 
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Fine. Refrain. 



D. S. each verse. 




lit -tie bit of love. For a fit -tie bit of love, For a lit -tie bit of love, 

fit -tie bit of love? For a lit -tie bit of love, For a fit -tie bit of love, 

fit-tie bit of love. With a fit-tie bit of love, With a fit-tie bit of love, 

fit -tie bit of love. With a fit -tie bit of love, With a fit -tie bit of love. 

/IN 



No. 88. The Old Account Settled Long Ago. 



Uwd by per. of F. M. Graham. 



F. M. GRAHAM. 




1. There was a time I know, Wan in the book of heav*n An old account was standing, 
My name was at the top, And ma-ny things below. Bat I went to the keep-er, 

2. The old account was large, And lar-ger er - 'ry day, For I was always sin-ning, 
But when I looked ahead, And saw such pain and woe, I said that I would settle, 

3. When'at the judgment bar, I stand be - fore my King, And He the book will o-pen, 
Then will my heart be glad,While tears of joy will flow, Because I had it set-tied, 

4. When in that happy home, My Saviour's home a-bove, I'll sing redemption's Btory, 
I'll not for-get that book, With pages white as snow, Because I came and settled, 

5. sin-ner, seek the Lord, Re - pent of all your sin, For thus He has commanded, 
And then if you Bhould live, A hundred years be-low, Up there you'll not regret it, 




For sins yet un-for-giv'n; Long a - go, 

(Omit ) And settled long a - go. 

And ney-er tried to pay; 

(Omit ) And settled long a - go. 

And can not find a thing; 

(Omit ) And settled long a - go. 

And praise Him for His love ; 

(Omit ) And settled long a - go. 

If you would en-ter in; 

(Omit * ) You settled long a - go. 



Down on my knees, 

8 




Long a - go, Yes, the old account was settled long a- 

I set - tied it all, 




go; 



Hal -le-lu-jah! 



And the rec - ord's clear to - day, For He 



THE OLD ACCOUNT SETTLED LONG AGO. Concluded. 
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washed my sins a- way, When the old account was set- tied long a - 




No. 89. 



C.H.M. 



Nearer, Still Nearer. 

COPYMHT, ItM, IV H. L. OILMOUR, WINOMAH, ft, J. «- r M 




L Near-er, still near-er, dose to Thy heart, Draw me, my Sav - ior, so 

2. Near -er, still near -er, noth-mg I bring, Naught as an off -'ring to 

3. Near-er, still near -or, Lord, to be Thine, Sin, with its fol-fiee, I 

4. Near -er, still near -er, while life shall last, Tul safe in gjo- ry my 




precious Thon art; fold me, fold me close to Thy breast, She! - ter me 

Je - 8ns my King; On - ly my sin - ml, now contrite heart, Grant me the 

glad - ly re - sign; All of its pleasures, pomp and its pride, Give me bat 

an-choris cast; Thro' end-less a - gee, ev-er to be, Near -er, my 
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safe mthat"Ha-YenofRest,"Shel--ter me safe in that "Ha-yen of Rest." 
deaiising Thy Wood doth impart,Grantme the deansm^ 
Je -sofl, my Lord crn-ci- fled, Give me but Je-sos, my Lord cni-ci- fled. 
Bav- ior, still near-er to Thee, Near-er, my Sav-ior,stQlnear-er to Thee. 
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DO. 90. THE CITY THArS COMING DOWN. 



ABIEOB 7.IRQUQU 




L There's a ho - ly and beaa-ti-f ul oit • y, Whose builder and rol-er is God; 
2. No Bin is allowed in that cit - y, And nothing de- fil-ing nor mean; 
& No heartaches are known in that cit- y, No tears ev-er moisten the eye; 
4, My loved ones are gathering yonder,^ My friends are fast passing away^ 




John saw it de-ecend-ingfromheav-en, WhenPatmos, in ex -He, he trod; 
No pain and no sick-ness can en - tor, No crape on the door-knob is seen; 
There's no dis-ap-point-ment in heav-en, No en - vy and strife in the sky; 
And soon I shall join their bright number, And dwell in e • ter- nl - ty*s day; 




Its high, massive wall is of jas • per, 
Earth's sorrows and cares are f or-got-ten, 
The saints are all sano- ti-fied whol - ly, 
They're safe now in glo-ry with Je • ens. 



The cit • y it- solf is pure gold; 

No temp-ter is there to an - noy; 

They live in sweet har-mo-ny there; 

Their tri-ala and bat* ties are past; 




And when my frail tent here is fold - ed, Mine eyes shall its glo - ry be - hold. 

No partring words ev - er are spok-en, There's nothing to hurt and de - stroy. 

My heart is now set on that cit - y, And some day its blessings FI1 share. 

They o - ver-came sin and the dev - il, They've reached that fair cit-y at last. 




In that bright city, pearly-white city, I have a mansion, and harp, and a crown; 
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THE CITY THAT'S COMING DOWN. Concluded. 

Bit. adUb, 




Now I am watc&ing,waiting and longing For the white city that's soon coming down. 




No. 91. 

M. H. C 



Some Other Day. 



COPYRIGHT, Itlt, BY M. HOMER CUMMINOS. 

Rev. M. Homer Cumminfts. 




1. Some oth-er day the morn will break, The night be ev - er gone; 

2. Some oth-er day, when skies are bright, The mists all cleared a- way, 

3. Some oth-er day He'll make it plain Why He hath willed it so, 

4. Some oth-er day, 'twill not be long, I'll lay my ar - mor down, 
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My rap-tared soul with joy shall wake To greet 
My eyes shall see in heav-en's light The prob 
That loss should come in place of gain, And tears 
And with the blood-washed an-gel throng Re - ceive 



the gold-en dawn, 
lems of to - day. 
un - bid - den flow, 
a robe and crown. 




Then I shall know as I am known, Then I 

Sl . t: i i ■!> 



mtVU^m 



m 



shall an -der- stand 
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Were by His wis-dom planned. 
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Why treasures lost and pleasures flown 
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No. 92. 



C. L. St. John. 



The Wayside Cross. 

OOPVMQHT, 1M4, BY H. R. PALME*. 
USED BY PEAMttMON. 



H. R. Palmer. 



SOLO, ad lib. (Declamatory style.) 




1. "Which way shall I take?" shouts a voice on the night/ 'I'm a pil-grima- 

2. "Which way shall I take for the bright gold-en span That bridg-es the 

3. "See the lights from the palace in sfl - ver - y lines, How they pen-cil the 
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wear-ied, and spent is my light; And I seek for a pal-ace, that 
wa - ters so safe - ly for man? To the right? to the left? ah, 
hedg-es and fruit la - den vines— My fortune! my all! for 
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Slower, and sustained. 
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rests on the hill, But be-tween ns, a stream li - eth snl - len and chill." 
me! if I knew— The night is so dark, and the pass- era so few." 
one tan-gled gleam That sifts thro' the lil-ies, and wastes on the stream. " 
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• Chorus. 
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Near, near thee, my son, is the old wayside cross, Like a gray fri-ar cowled in 
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li-chensand moss; And its cross-beam will point to the bright golden span That 




•m choral iboald befin white ftht tola voiet if itUl hoMin* the Urt note. 



The Wayside Gross. 



Coda. pp. Tobt $ung afttr hut ttanxa. 
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No. 93. 

Anon. 



Remember Me. 

USED BY PERMISSION. 



Joanna Klnkel. 




1. When storms a-ronnd are sweeping, When lone my watch I'm keeping, 

2. When walk-ing on life's o - cean, Con-trol its rag - ing mo-tion; 

3. When weight of sin op - press-es, When dark de - spair dis-tress-es, 




'Mid fires Q* e - vil fall- ing, 
When from iiu??dan-gers shrinking, 
AH thro'W Jife that's mor-tal, 



'Mid tempter's voi - ces call-ing, 
When in its dread deeps sink-ing, 
And when I pass death's por-tal, 




Chorus. 
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Ee-mem-ber me, Might-yOne! Re-mem-ber me, Might-y One! 



No. 94. 

C.B. «. 



The New Glory Son$. 

•fTEHNATIONAL COPYRIGHT. 19H. BY BieDEKWOLP 4 fmeUSB. 
UKES40C BWUXMG CHICAGO. 




1. I! yon are discouraged In darkness or In doubt, If yon are down-hearted. 
2« Do yon long for comfort This world has ney-erbro'tfDo yon car-ry bur-dena, 

3. When jeift sorely tempted,Be-cause of mm defeat, When yon bare forebodings, 

4. Whenlife'i joys andsocrmjlVsiipaiandletriare o'er.When with thwete'ie la-bored, 




The Lord can bring yon ou+,Don't gin o'er the battle The vic-t'ry yon can win, 
Your many sins have wro't?Take it all to Jesus; Yonr Friend He's always been, 
Of tri-als you're to meet,Trust and do not worry/Thy faith will snre-ly win, 
We reach the golden shore, We'll rejoice for-ev-er, For vic-t'ry o • ver sin, 




• pen yonr heart to heav-en And the glo • ry will come in* 




0* pen yonr heart to heaven and the gio-ry will come in, O-penyont 
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heart to heaven and the gio-ry will come in; Tell Je-sus all yonr tri-als, Hell 
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The New Glory Song. 



AS 




save yon from your sin, Open your heart to heaven and the glory will come in. 
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No. 95. 



Somebody. 



I*iA»% D rinmT t i WOMM AND MUSK COPYRIGHT, 1M1 ,IYW,i WMDCN. 

jonn k. vjeramiSi E 0# EXCELL( owner. 



w. 5. Wooden. 




1. Some-bod-y did a gold-en deed, Proving him-eeU a friend in need; 

2. Some-bod-y tho't 'tis sweet to live, Will-ing - ly said, "I'm glad to give;' 9 

3. Some-bod-y made a lov-ing gift, Cheer-ful - ly tried a load to lift; 

4. Some-bod-y i - died all the hours, Care-leae-ly crashed life's fairest flow'rs; 

5. Some-bod-y filled the days with light, Constantly chased a - way the night; 




Some-bod-y sang v a cheer-ful song, Bright'ningthe sky the whole day long, — 
Some-bod-y f ought a val - iant fight, firave-ly he lived to shield the right, — 
Some-bod-y told the love of Christ, Told how His will was- sac - ri • ficed, — 
Some-bod-y made life loss, not gain, Tho't-Iess-ly seemed to live in vain, — 
Some-bod-y's work bore joy and peace, Sure-ly his life shall nev - er cease,— 




Was that some-bod - y you? 



Was that some-bod - y yon? 
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No. 96. 



Liisle DeArmond. 



Win Them One By One. 

COPYRIOMT, W2, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Choi. H. Oafwlrf. 
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1. We most win them one by one as the Mas-ter did of old, When He said to 

2. Is it noth-ing they are lost, souls that Je-sus died to save? Let as glad-ly 

3. We most win them one by one by a lit - tie kind-ness shown, Or , a gen- tie 




His dis-ci - pies' 'Fol-low Me;" From the high-ways broad and wide, to the 
in the res -cue lend a hand; News of life and love im- part to some 
touch of hu - man sym-pa - thy; Stoop- ing down from heigths of ease, seek-ing 




of the Man of Gal - i - lee. 



by-ways turn a- side, In the foot-steps 

wear-y, sin -ml heart, Help some broth-er in the glo-ry light to stand. 

on - ly God to please, Pointing ev - er to the Christ of Gal - va - ry. 
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One by one, yes, one by 



one, We must win them for Je - sua' 




m&mi 



one by one; 



In the nar-row ways of life, a - mid the tu - mult 



Win Them One By One. 
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and the strife, We must win them for Je - bub one by one. 




No. 97. 



Jessie B. Pounds. 



Beautiful Isle. 

OOPYWOHT, 1M7, EY E. O. EXCfill. 
WORM ANO MUSIC. 



J. 5. Pearls. 




1. 8ome-where the ran 

2. Some-where the day 

3. Some-where the load 



is shin - ing, Some-where the song-birds dwell; 
is Ion - ger, Some-where the task is done; 
is lift - ed, Close by an o - pen gate; 




7 * fM" 

Hash, then, thy sad re - pin - ing, God lives, and all is well. 

Some-where the heart is stron - ger, Some-where the goer-don won. 

Some-where the clouds are rift - ed, Some-where the an - gels wait. 
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Some - where, Some - where, Beau-ti • fa! Isle of Some-where! 
Some-where, beau-ti-fal, beaa-ti-fal Isle, 




Land of the true, where we live a-new,— Bean-ti-fol Isle of Some-where I 



No. 98. 



That Beautiful Land* 



F. A. F. White. 



COPYRIGHT, 1*1t, BY JNO. T. 
U8E0 BV FEI 



J. M. Ha&uu 




P PI I 

1. I have beard of a land On a far - a - way strand, In the Bi - We the 

2. There are ever-green trees That bend low in the breeze, And their fruitage is 

3. There's a home in that land, At the Father's right hud; Then are mansions whose 





sto - ry is told, Where no cares ev - er come, Neither dark-ness nor gloom, 
bright-er than gold; There are harps for our hands, In that f air-est of lands, 
joys are un - told; There the ransomed will sing Bound the throne of their King, 




Chorus. 




noth-ing shall ev-er grow old. In that beau-ti -ful land, On the 



- a - way strand, There a-waits us 




a robe and a crown; In that 




cit-y , we're told, the streets are pure gold, And the sunlight shall never go down. 
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No. 99. All the Way Ny Savior Leads Me. 

J frartrr OOPVMOHT, 1908, BV MARV RUNVON LOWftV. RENEWAL. ITnlmrt 

<f • viwu|( used bv rnnniiimnii MPBB¥» 




1. AH the way my Sav-ior leads me; What have I to ask be- aide? 

2. All the way my Sav-ior leads me,Cheerseachwind-ing path I tread, 

3. An the way my Sav-ior leads me; the ful - ness of His lovel 








Can I doubt His ten-der mer - cy, Who thro' fife has been my Guide? 
Gives me grace for ev-'ry tri - al, Feeds me with the liv - ing bread; 
Per- feet rest to me is prom-ised In my Fa-ther's house a-bove: 





Heav'nly peace, di - vin - est com - fort, Here by faith in Him to dwell! 
Tho' my wear -y steps may fal - ter, And my soul a-thirstmay be, 
When my spir"- it, clothed im-mor - tal, Wings its flight to realms of day, 
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For I know, what-e'erbe-fall me, Je-sus do-eth all things well; well. 
Gush-tag from the Bock be-fore me, Lol a spring of joy I see; see. 
This my song thro' end-less a - ges, Je-sus led me all the way; way. 



No. 100 
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Gount Your Blessings. 

COPYRKJHT, 1887, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
JVOftDS AND MUMC 



B. O. BxcelL 




1. When up - on life's bil-lows you are tern-pest- tossed, When yon are dis- 

2. Are yon ev - er burdened with a load of care? Does the cross seem 

3. When you look at oth-ers with their lands and gold,Think that Christ has 

4. So, a - mid the conflict ,wheth-er great or small, Do not be dis- 








couraged, thinking all is lost, Count your man-; 
hear • y you are called to bear? Count your man-; 
promised you His wealth un-told; Count your man-; 
couraged,God is o - ver all; Count your man- 



name them one by 

ev-'ry doubt wul 

, mon-ey can not 

>, an -gels will at- 




Chorus. 




one, And it wifl surprise you what the Lord hath done. 

fly, And you wifl be singing as the days go by. Oount your blessings, Namo them 

buy Tour reward in heaven, nor your home on high. 

tend,Help and comfort give you to your journey's end. 

Count your many blessings, 





one by one; Count your bles8ings,See what God hath done; Count your 

Name them one by one; Count your many blessings, See what God bath done; Count you many 



Gount Your Blessings. 
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blessings, Name them one by one;Count your many blessings, See what God hath done. 




No. 101. Make Me a Blessing To-day. 

R«r. J. H. ZeOejr. oopyhmht, ism, by h. l. oilmour. H. L. Qllmonr. 




1. I do not ask to choose my path, Lord, lead me in Thy way; 

2. A - round me, Lord, are sin - f ul men, Who scorn and dis - o - bey; 

3. To those who once Thy love have known, But now are far a -stray; 

4. Some saints of Thine are in dis- tress, And for de - liv- 'ranee pray; 

5. What-ev - er er- rand Thou hast, Lord,S4nd me, and Til o - bey; 




Inspire each tho't and prompt each word And make me a bless-ing to - day. 
Use me to win them from their sins, And make me a bless-ing to • day. 
Help me to win them back to Thee, And make me a bless-ing to - day. 
O let me go and help them, Lord, And make me a bless-ing to - day. 
Use me in a - ny way Thou wilt, And make me a bless-ing to - day. 




Bless me, Lord, and make me a blessing, I '11 glad - ly Thy message con - vey; 




No. 102. 



Rev. J. W. Dawson. 
In march time. 



Shout! Shout! Shout! 

Tom:— "Tramp, Tramp, Tump." 

COPYRIGHT, 1010, BY M. HOMfR OUMMIWM. 



Geo. P. Root 



in marc* time. ^ 



1. Once my soul was dark as night, There was not a ray of light, Poor, be- 

2. Since His pres-ence now has come, I am on my jour-ney home, Not a 

3. As I think of Christ my King, And His precious prais-es sing, Of the 
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night-ed, on my jonr-ney to the tomb; Till I heard my Sav-ior say, 
donbt nor fear can in my soul a - rise; He is walk-ingby my side, 
day in which from sin He set me free; How it thrills my soul with song, 





CTJrj^ 




"Yield to Me with-out de-lay," I surrendered and my Lord dispersed the gloom. 
And by faith I shall a-bide In His keeping till I reach the vaulted skies. 
As I tread my way a-long To the glo-ry land where Je-sus' face I'll see. 




Chorus. With accent. 
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Shout, shout, shout the glad ho - san - nasi Sing the prais-es of the 
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King; Sound the ech - oes far and wide, Till we 

of the King; 
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about! Shout! Shout! 
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reach the oth- er side, With His sa-cred praise we'll make the heavens ring. 
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No. 103. 

Fanny J. Crosby. 



Pass Me Not. 

COFVMQHT, RENEWED ISM, BY W. H. DOANE. 
U8E0 BY PERMMBION. 



W. H. Doane. 




1. Pass me not, gen -tie Sav-ior, Hear myhum-ble cry; While on 

2. Let me at a throne of mer - cy Find a sweet re - lief; Kneel - ing 

3. Trust-ing on - ly in Thy mer - it, Would I seek Thy face; Heal my 

4. Thou the Spring of all my com - fort, More than life to me, Whom have 
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Chorus. 




oth- ers Thou art smil-ing, Do not pass me by. 

there in deep con - tri - tion, Help my un - be - lief. 

wounded, bro-ken spir - it, Save me by Thy grace. Sav-ior, Sav - ior, 

I on earth be - side Theel Whom in Heav'n but Thee? 
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Hear my humble cry; While on others Thou art call-ing, Do not pass me by. 
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No. 104. 

C. H. Q. 



More Like the Master. 



COPYRIGHT, 1M6, BY CHA8. H. GABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chat. H. Oabrtot 




\l<U\l.. i: \ 



1. More like the Mas - ter Iwouldev-er be, More of His meek-ness* 

2. More like the Mas - ter is my dai -ly prayer; More strength to car-ry 

3. More like the Mas - ter I would life and grow; More of His love to 




more hu - mil - i - ty; More zeal to la - bor, more cour-age to be 
cross -es I must bear; More earn-est ef-fort to bring His king-dom 
oth - ers I would show; More self -de -m - al, like His in Gal - i- 




true, More con - se - era - Hon for work He bids me do. 

in; More of HisSpir-it, the wan-der-er to win. 

lee, More like the Mas - ter I long to ev - er be. 

Pwrnmo I I 
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ake Thou my heart, . . I would be Thin 



Take Thou my heart, . . I would be Thine a - lone; . . Take Thou my 

Take my heart, take my heart, I would be Thine a -lone; Take my heart, 
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heart . • and make it all Thine own; • . Purge me from sin, • • 

take my heart and make it all Thine own; Purge Thou me from ev - 'ry sin, 




More Like the Master. 
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Lord, I now im-plore, Wash me and keep me Thine for-ev-er-more. 

Lord, ^ I bow im-plore. Wash and keep, wash and keep me Thine for-er-er* mote. 




No. 105. 

•c. P. J. 



I Would Not Be Denied. 



C.P. 




ten pangs of death seiz'doD my soul, Un - to the Lord I cried, 

2. As Ja - cob in the days of old, I wres-tled with the Lord, 

3. Old Sa - tan said my Lord was gone And would not hear my pray'r, 




80S came and made me whole, I would not be de - nied. 
And in - stant with a cour - age bold, I stood up - on His word. 
But praise the Lord! the work is done, And Christ, the Lord is here. 




Chorus. 





Till Je - sus came and made me whole, I would not be de - nied. 

de • nied. 
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No. 106 



Meet Mother in the Skies. 



COPYfttQHT, MM, BY JOHN P. ELU8 A CO., WASHINGTON, D. C. 

used by per. Arr. by W. S. Nlckl*. 




1. In a lone -ly grave -yard, ma-ny miles a -way, Lies your dear old 

2. Now the old home, va - cant, has no charms for you; One dear form is 

3. Now nv true re - pent - ance to the Say - ior flee, He who par-doned 




moth - er, 'neath the cold, cold clay; Mem - 'ries oft re -turn - ing 
ab - sent, moth - er, kind and true; Ev - er - more she dwells where 
moth - er, mer - cy has for thee; Now He waits to com - fort, 




of her tears and sighs, If you lore your moth-er, meet her in the skies, 
pleas-ore nev - er dies, If yon love your moth-er, meet her in the skies. 
He win not de - spise, If you love your moth-er, meet her in the skies. 




Lis - ten to her plead-ing, "Wand'ringboy, come home," Lovingly en • 
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treat - ing, do no long - er roam; Let your man - hood wak- en, 

-1 



Meet Mother in the Skies. 
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heav'nward lift your eyes; II you love your mother, meet her in the skies. 




No. 107. I'm On a Shining Pathway. 

John Hogarth Lozler. 

Solo or Chorus. 
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1. I am on a shin - ing path-way, A -down life's short-'ning years. 

2. My soul hath had its con -flicts With might-y hosts of sin; 

3. X am com -ing near the cit - y My Sav-ior's hands have piled, 
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And my heart hath known its sor-rows, Mine eyes have seen their tears; 
With dead - ry foes with -out me, And dead-lier foes with -in; 
And I know my Fa-ther'swait-ing To wel- come home His child; 
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Bat I saw those shad -ows flee, And the shin -ing light I see, 
Bat I saw those le - gions flee. And my soul found vie • to - ry, 
For on - wor - thy tho' I be, He will find a place for me, 
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WhDe I'm trusting in the mer - it Of the Man of Gal - I - lee. 
When I trust-ed in the mer - it Of the Man of Gal - I - toe. 
For He is the King of Glo-ry— The Man of Gal -i -lee! 
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No. 108. 

•J. M. Humphrey. 
DUBT. 



When I Get Home. 



COPYRMHT, ItU, »Y 8. P. CARTE*. 

used tv mrmimion, Rev. M. Homer Cummln&s. 




g^g 




1. When I get home to Fa-ther's house, And wor - 

2. When I get home to Fa-ther's house, And see 

3. When I get home to Fa-ther's house, And see 

4. When I get home to Fa-ther's house, And view 



at His feet, 
His smil-ing face, 
my star-ry crown, 
the mar-tyr's fame, 
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I'll praise Him for each storm-y gale That on my soul 
I'll praise Him for the chas-t'ning rod That helped me win 

I'D praise Him for each tri - al here, And ev - 'ry jeer 
I'll see 'twas but a tri - fie here To die for Je - bus' name. 



did beat, 
the race, 
and frown. 
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Chorus. 
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I'll praise Him, yes, I'll praise Him For all He sent to me, 
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And sing re-demp-tion's sto - ry Thro' all e-ter-ni-ty. 



No. 109. 
B.o.a 



I Am Happy In Him. 

OOPVRMHT, M02, BY I. O* WOUU 



B.O.Bmfc 
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L My soul Is sohap-py in Jo - m, For He b so precious to me; 

2. He Bought me so long ere I knew Him, When wand'ring afar from the fold; 

3. His love and His mer-cy surround me, His grace like ariv-erdoth flow; 

4. They say I shall some day be fike Him, My cross and my burden lay down; 
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Em voice it is music to hear it, His face it is heaven to see* 
Safe home in His arms He hath bro't me, To where there are pleasures untold. 
His Spir - it, to guide and to comfort, Is with me wher-ev-er I go* 
|Rn then IwiQev-er be faith -ful, In gath - er-ing gems for His crown. 




I amhap-py in Him, • . I amhap-py in Him; • . 

I • • • • am \ap-pv in Him, I • • • • am hap-py In Him; 
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My soul with de-light He fills day and night, For I amhap-py in Him. 



No. 110. Have Ye Received the Holy Ghost? 



C* Ha M« 




COPYRIGHT, 18k/, BY H. L. QJLMOUII. 



Mrs* C» H» Morris. 
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1. Ye are the tem-ples, Je - sna hath spok - ea, Tern-pies of God's ho • ly 

2. He who has par-don'd sure - ly will cleanse thee, All of the dross of thy 

3. Show-era of mer-cy, fnl-ness of bless -ing, Ev-er theSpir-ifs in- 

4. Wea-ry of wan-d'ring»come in - to Ca - naan, Feast on the fal-ness and 




Spir - it di - vine; Have ye re-ceired Him, bid - den Him en - ter, Make His a- 
na - tore re - fine;Cleans'd from all sin, His Spir - it will «n - ter, Fill yon and 
dwell-ing at • tend; 'Tis the en - dne-ment, pow-er for serv-ice.ffTuits for your 
fat of the land; Feed on the man- na, dwell in the sun-shine, Led by His 




bode in that poor heart of thine? 
thrill von with pow - er di - Tine, 
la • bor He sore- ly will send. 
Spir • it and kept by His hand. 



Have .... ye re-eeived, . . . 



H»?e ye re-eeired, 



■sveye ie-etlTM« 




since ... ye be - lieved, • . the bless - ed Ho - ly Ghost? 

riteeje bettered, ainoe ye beltoved, the bleued, blessed Ho • ly. Uess-ed Ho-ly Qkoett 




He who was promised^if t of the Father,Hare ye received the Ho - ly Ghost? 
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No. 111. 



How the fire Tell. 



U#r. J. OaCaum. Jr« 



AND MUSIC OOPYRMHT, 1M», BY E. O. EXOELU 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRMhT SECURED. MlrlllB E. OatmUI. 
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1. I love to tell the bless - ed sto - ry, Since the Lord 

2. All my doubts and fears are gone for - ev - er, Since the Lord 

3. To the world no more my heart is torn - ing, Since the Lord 

4. There's a crown a. - wait - ing me in heav - en, Since the Lord 

42- 
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sanc-ti-fled 
sanc-ti-fied 
sanc-ti - fied 
sanc-ti-fied 



me; For my soul re - ceived a flood of glo - ry, 

me; For His peace flow'd o'er me like a riv - er, 

me; For on me His Spir - it fell with burn - ing, 

me; For a heart made clean to me was giv - en, 




fire fell, How the fire fell, how the fire fell, I 
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No. 112. He tenderly Looked at Me. 



P. P. D. 




Solo. 



eOFVMOHT, IMS, IV F. F. OAWDV. 
W. E. M. HAOKLSMAN, OWNf*. 



P. P. Dowdy. 



b - sob a - lone was stand -ing, By all His friends for - got, 

2. When drift-ing a -way in dark -ness, Lost in the black -est night, 

3. They took my Wess-ed Say - ior Oat to the moan-tain side, 




And Pe-ter, nearby, de - ny - ing, Say -ing, "I know Him not.' 9 
Oat on the sea of sor - row, Far from the Bless - ed Light, 
And nailed Him there to the cross-tree, Je - sos, the Cm - ei - fled. 
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'Twasthen he saw the Sav - ior Look at him ten - der - ry; 
I heard a sweet voice caD - ing, Call - ing from o'er the sea, 
And when I saw_my Say - ior, Dy - ing on Gal - va - ry, 
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And then, re-mem-b'ringthe say - ing, Went and wept bit - ter - ry. 

And then I saw my Say - ior Ten - der - ly look at me. 

He drew me gra-cious-ly to Him, By His kind look at me. 




He Tenderly Looked at Me. 




He drew me gra-ckwa-ly to Him, Wjien He ten-der-ly looked at me. 




No. 113. 

London Hymn Book. 



I Love Him. 

USED BY rEftMISatON. 



8. C. Pootor. 
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1. Gone from my heart the world with all its charm; Gone are my sins and 

2. Once I was lost np - on the plains of sin; Once was a slave to 

3. Once I was bound, but now I am set free; Once I was blind, but 




I (j i iVi^t^ 



aD that would a- larm; Gone ev - er-more, and by His grace I know The 
doubts and fears within; Once was a-fraid to trust a lov-ing God, But 
now the light I see; Once I was dead, but now in Christ I live, To 




Chorus. 
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pre-cious blood of Je-sns cleanses white as snow. 

now my guilt is washed a- way in Je - bus* blood. I love Him, I love Him, 

tell the world the peace that He a-Ione can give. 
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Be-canse He first loved me, And purchased my sal - va-tion On Galv'ry's tree. 
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No. 114- 

M. H. C. 

Duet. 



My Savior Gares. 



COPYRIGHT, 1»ie, BY M. HOMER CUMMINQS. 
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1. When cherished joys have ta-ken flight, And all that would my soul de - fight 

2. When clouds of troub-le dim the sky, And hid-den dan-gers near me lie, 

3. He sees the spar-rows when they fall, And hears the ra-ven's plaintive call; 

4. His love, far deep - er than the sea, In con -de - scen-sion reach-es me; 
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Are swept for - ev - er from my sight, I know my Sav - ior cares. 

In my dis - tress for help I cry, I know my Sav - ior cares. 

The Fa - ther-heart yearns o - ver all, 

What-e'er I do, wher-e'er I be, 

is 



I know my Sav - ior cares. 
I know my Sav - ior cares. 
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Chobus. 
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Oh, yes, He cares, I know He cares, And ev - 'ry bur-den 

He cares, He cares. 
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bears; Tho 'storms may sweep, He'll ev-er keep, I know my Sav-ior cares. 




No. 115 



NOT MADE WITH HANDS. 



Rev. E. A« Fekgerson, Anr. 



Arr. by Rev. E. A. Hofdun. 




1. Christ Je-sus went a building to pre-pare Inheav'n's fair lands, 

2. Look yon-der and a mansion you can see, All fair it stands, 

3. I've nev - er been to heaven, but Pm told In those fair lands 

4. The ho - ly an-gels,beau-ti-fulandbright,Dwellin those lands, 

5. Some of my friends have journeyed on before, From earth's dark lands, 

6. Some morning fair,some bright and golden day, When God commands, 

In heav'n*s fair lands, 





And it will be decked with jew- els rare Not made 

A beau - ti - ful home pre-pared for me Not made 

The streets all are paved with shin-ing gold Not made 

And soon we shall reach that home of fight Not made 

To dwell in that home for- ev - er-more Not made 

I'll go to the home not far a - way Not made 



with hands, 
with hands, 
with hands, 
with hands, 
with hands, 
with hands. 
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CHORUS. 




I know, I know In heav'n for me 

I know, I know 



a man-sion stands* 





a home Not made — with hands. 

A home, - a home 
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Copyright, 1903, by 8* A. Hoffman, 



No. 116. Why Stand Ye Here idle? 

OOPVfMHT, 1tM, IYI.O. tXOELL. 

J. L. McDonatta. worm ano mumo. E. O. BxceB* 
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1. Why stand ye here i - die? there's la - bor for all, The Tine - yard needs 

2. Why stand ye here i - die? a bro-ther's in need, His cries as - cend 

a soul's be - ing lost,Speak,speak words of 
la - bor each day, To lead men to 



3. Why stand ye here i - die? 

4. Why stand ye here i - die? 
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work-men, the weeds are grown tall; The ripe fruit is wast -ing for 

heav'nward, then pray you, give heed; For food and for rai-ment he 

wain -ing, what-ev - er the cost; The soul you may res - cue from 

Je - sus, the Truth, Life and Way; The Spir - it has promised its 
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lack of strong hands, Why stand ye here i - die? the Mas-ter de-mands. 
suf - fere to - night, Then ren - der as-sist-ance; 0, dare to do right. 
sin and from shame, And give to theSav-ior to praise His dear name, 
pros - ence to lend, To com - fort and strengthen, till la - bora shall end. 
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Chorus. 




Oh, J why stand ye i-dle, 

(har - - vest is pass-ing, . . . . 

Oh, j why stand ye i - die, so i - die all dayf 
(hex -veal la paas-ing-, is paaa-inf a- way, 

4^ 



Oh, why stand ye 

The har - - - vest is 

Oh, why stand ye I - die, so 
The har -Teat ia paaa-inf, it 



Why Stand Ye Here Idle? 




1 • die....... Oh, why stand ye J • die, 

pan -fog The har - - - - vert b pass -fag,. 

I • die an dajf Oh, v*7 aknd ye I • die, to l*dtotH day, 

fan-lag a • way. The bar- Teat la aaaa • in*, la aaaa - hf a • waft 





| • • • die all day?..... The pass - -log a -way. 

I • die all day, I-dleaUdajf Tlie paee-taif a<way, paaeiBf a-vay. 




No. 117. 

P. A.B. 



No Dying There. 




1. A land by faith I see, Where saints shall ever he Free from mor-tal-i • ty, 

2. Therefriendsshanmeetagam,Inhappinea8to 
8. There wrrowcaimot stay; Therotearearewipe^ 

D. 8.—Inthatfair t heav'fdylan& t 
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dy-ing there. No dy-ing there, No dying there? 

No dy-ing there. Bo dy-fa* there. Bo dy-in* there; 
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No. 118. 



Rev. J. Oatman, Jr. 



He Included Me. 

OOPVMGHT, 1914, tV HAMP MWIU. 
E. O. IXCCU, OWNM. 



Hamp 5ewelL 




1. I am so hap-py in Christ to-day, That I go singing a - long my way; 

2. Glad-ly I read,' 'Who-so-et-er may Come to the fountain of life to-day;" 

3. Ev - er God's Spirit is saying, "Come !"Hear the Bride saying, "No longer roam ;" 
4. "Freely come drink,"words the soul to thrill 1 with what joy they my heart do fill! 




Yes, I'm so hap-py to know and say, "Je - sns in-clad - ed me too." 

Bat when I read it I al-ways say, "Je-sus in-dud -ed me too." 

Bat I am sure while they're call-ing home, Je-sus in-clud-ed me too. 

For when He said, ' • Who-so-e? - er will , " Je - bus in-clud - ed me too . 




Je-sus in-clud-ed me, Yes, He in-clud-ed me, Wnen the Lord said 

J- .... . jL 




"Who-so-e?-er,"He in-clud-ed me;* Je-sus in-clud-ed me, Yes, He m- 




clud-ed me, When the Lord said" Who-to-ey-er," He in-clud-ed me. 



No. 119. 



Where Is My Girl Tonight? 

(Oonpuuon to "Whin la My BojT") 

COPYRIGHT, If t«, IY M. HQMM CUMMINOt. 



M. H. C 



Rev. M. Homer Cummins*. 
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1. where is my wand'ring girl to-night, Who was once so spotless and fair, 

2. where is my wand'ring girl to-night? In the drear-y halls of de - spair; 

3. where is my wand'ring girl to-night? She is lost to loved ones and home; 

4. Go,8earch for my wand'ring girl to-night; Save her soul from ev-er-y snare; 
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With her vel-vet-y cheek and eyes so bright, The sunshine of gold in her hair? 
She is drifting a - far from paths of right, A-way from my tend'rest care. 
On-ly Je-sns Himself can wash her white, And bid the poor prod-i-gal come. 
re - store her to me, with all her blight, The child of my love and prayer. 




Chobus. 




My heart's sad refrain, re-store her a-gain, God pit-y the wand'ring girl. 



No. 120. 



Fsoay J. Crosby, 



To the Work. 
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1. To the work! to the work! we are eery - ante o! God, Let us 


2. To the work! to the work! let the Iran - gry be fed; To the 


3. To the workl to the work! there is la - bor lor all; For the 


4. To the work! to the work! in the strength of the Lord, And a - 
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I ol - low 
fount - am 
Ions? * dom 
robe and 



the path that our 

of life let the 

of dark - nesa and 

a Crown shall on? 



Maa-ter has trod; With the 

wear-y be led; In the 

er - ror shall fall; And the 

la - bor re -ward; When the 




bahn of His conn - sel our strength to re - new, Let ns do with our 
cross and its ban - ner onr glo - ry shall be, While we her - aid the 
name of Je-ho-vah ex-alt-ed shall be, In the lond-swell-ing 
home of the faith -ful onr dwell -ing shall be, And we shout with the 




Chorus. 






^ 



might what our hands find to do, 

ti - dings, "Sal - va - tion is free!" ToiMng on, 

cho - ros, "Sal-va- tion is free!" 

ransomed, "Sal - va • tion is free!" 



q -f-f t | f V to 



tofl - mg 



Toil -in* n. 




To the Work. 
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No. 121. 

Fumy J« Crosby* 
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Glose to Thee. 



Sites J. Van. 




1. Thou, my ey - er-last-ing por-tion, More than friend or fife to me; 

2. Not for ease or world -ly pleas -ore, Nor for fame my prayer shall be; 

3. Lead me thro 9 the vale of shad-ows > Bear me o'er life's fit - ful sea; 






D.&— AD a - long my pfl-grim jour-ney, Say - ior, let me walk with Thee* 
D.&— Giad-ly win I toil and sof - fer, On - ly let me walk with Thee. 
D.&— Then the gate of life e-ter-nalMay I en - ter, Lord, with Thee. 




Goee to Thee, close to Thee, Close to Thee, close to Thee; 



No. 122. Forward, Brothers, Forward J 



Rev. Alfred Backus. 
Vigorously. 



COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY M. HOMER CUMMINOS. 
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1. For-ward, brothers, for - ward! Tri - um-phant-ly sing; To the might-y 

2. For-ward, brothers, for-ward! We shall sore- ly win, In the right-eons 

3. For-ward, brothers, for-ward! Nev - er say, "Re-treat!" For the Lord gives 

4. For-ward, brothers, for - ward! Tread the paths of right; Ev - er press-ing 
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con - flict For the Lord our King; Let us no-bly fol - low Christ, onr 
strug-gle 'Gainst the hosts of sin. We can fight and tri-umph With the 
pow-er, From His mer-cy - seat. Do not ev-er weak- en In temp- 
on-ward In -to joy and light. They who win the vie -fry Shall for- 




roy - al Head, Con - fi - dent of con - quest, Thus di- vine - ly led. 

Spir-it's sword; Let us press the bat - tie, Trust-ing in His Word, 

ta-tion's hour; Enow the Lord will aid you, As ye ask by prayer, 

be Ra - di - ant with glo - ry Thro' e - ter - ni - ty. 



ev - er 




Forward, brothers, forward! With a courage true, Be ye loy-al sol-dien, 
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Ev-er dare and do; Faith-ful in His serv - ice, 

Ev-er dare and do; 

# — 4 
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forward, Brothers, forward! 




For Him bravely stand, With the gos-pel ar - mor And the sword in hand. 




No. 123. 

M. H.C. 



The Old -Time Power. 
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1. On the day of Pen - te - cost, They were all with one ac-cord, 

2. To Cor - ne - li - us and friends, Pe - ter preached the mighty Word, 

3. When the hands of Paul were laid On the twelve who did be - lieve, 

4. At the throne of grace we bow, On the al - tar all we lay; 
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Wait - ing for the Ho - ly Ghost, Who was prom-ised by the 
Tell - ing of the pow'r God sends, And their hearts were strangely 
In the name of Christ he prayed That the bless - ing they'd re 
Send the old - time pow - er now, And bap - tize our souls to 



Lord, 
stirred. 
- ceive. 

-day. 




1-3. Then the fire from Heav'nde-scend- ed, With pu - ri - fy - ing 
4. Let the fire de - scend from Heav - en, With pu - ri - f y - ing 
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flame; 
flame; 




All their doubts and fears were end 
We be - lieve the prom-ise giv 




ed, When the old-time pow - er 
en, Glo - ry, glo - ry to Thy 



came, 
name! 
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No. 124. . Just a Little Help Prom You. 



M. H. C, air. 



Dedicated to Rev. P. Y. Debolt. 

COPYRIGHT, It 1«, BY M. HOMER CUMMINQS. 
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Rev. M. Homer Cummings. 
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1. If you have a word of cheer That may light the path-way drear 

* 2. If your heart con-tains a tho't That will bright-er make his lot, 

3. Life is hard e-nough at best, But the love that is ex-pressed 

4. Wait not till your friend is dead Ere your com-pli-ments are said, 
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Of a broth-er pil - grim here, Go and let him know to - day; 

Then in mer-cy hide it not; Let it trav-el down the years, 

Makes the wear-y jour - ney blest; And the troub-les that we share 

For the spir-it then has fled; But un - to our broth-er here 




For the things you have to say Will as - sist him a - long the way. 
Soothing pain and dry - ing tears, Till in Heav-en the deed ap- pears. 
Seem the eas - i * er to bear When we light-en our neighbor's care. 
That poor praise is ver - y dear, — with-hold not a word of cheer. 



Chorus, k ^ w ^ • ' 
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Just a lit - tie help from you, Just a lit - tie help from you 
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May some oth - er's faith re - new; Wondrous things the Lord can do 



Just a Little Help From You. 
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In the world you're passing thro', By a lit - tie help from yon. 
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Mo. 125. 



CD. T. 



Old Time Power. 



"They were all filled with the Holy Ghoit"-Acti fc 4. 

Charlie D. 




1. They were in an up - per cham-ber, They were all with one ac - cord, 

2. Yes, this pow'r from heav'n de-scend-ed,, With the sound of rush - ing wind; 

3. Yes, this * ' old time 9 ' pow'r was giv - en To our fa - there who were true; 




When the Ho- ly Ghost de-scend-ed, As wasprom-ised by our Lord. 
Tongues of fire came down up - on them, As the Lord said He would send. 
This is prom-ised to be - liev - ere, And we all may have it, too. 
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Lord, send the pow'r just now; Lord, send the pow'r just now; 
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Lord, send the pow'r just now, And bap-tize ev-'ry one. 




Goafriffht, 1896, try Charlie D. Tfllmaa. 
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M.H.C. 



All the Way. 

Copjrigkt, 1M0, by H. Hoaar Cumiaff*» 



. M. Homer CwnmlitJ* 




1. I can hear the voice of Je - sua, He If call - fag me to - day, "Take 

2. Tho' I meet with grief i and tri - ala, Tho' temp-ta - tiona fierce aa - sail, I 

3. Tho' He lead me thro' the gar -den Where Bin's pow-ers would ap-pall, The 

4. Tho' He bid me J)ear the mes-sage Of sal - va - tion o'er the sea, To 





up thy croas and fol - low mtf All for Him I have for - aak • en, Hia corn- 
know no e - Til will be - tide; For I have Hia pre-cious prom-lee, "They shall 
gar-den of Geth-sem-a - ae; Tho' He need me for a wit-neas In the 
heath-en lands in dark-eat night; I will tell them of the Sav - iour, Of Hia 




Chorus. 




mand I will o - bey, No mat-ter what the cost may be. 
not o'er thee pre-vail, While I am walk-ing by Thy side." I 
scornful judgment hall, I pray that I may f aith-ful be. 
love ao full and free, I'll point them to the gos - pel light 



will go all the 
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way, I will go all the way With the blessed Christ of Cal - va - ry; I will 





go all the way, I will go all the way, For He went all the way for me. 
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Jennie Wilson. 



March Steadily On. 

COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY M. HOMER CUMMINGS. 
P. W. ARBOGA6T, OWNER. 



P. W. Arbofeost. 




1. March-ing a-long, soldiers, has - ten a -way, Fear not the foe drawn in 

2. While you are marching a - way to £he field, Pray for the courage that 

3. March-ing a-long, comrades, keep in your sight Cal - va - ry's beau-ti-ful 

l 





bat - tie ar - ray; Tou are the sol-diers of heaven's great King, Who will sure 
nev - er will yield; Then when you bravely en-gage in the fight, - ver-come 
ban - ner of light, Sing-ing the praise of your Leader's great love, Which will re- 

d. 



vic - to - ry un - to you bring. March stead-i-ly on in the King's ho-ly name, 

wrong by the pow-er of right. 

ward all the faith-ful a - bove. March-ing on - ward in His name, 
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March stead-i-ly on tin the triumph you claim; March,forwardmarch,bravely 
March - iDg on - ward, tri - umph claim; 
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on, con-quer sin, Then you win crowns bright and glo - ri - ous win. 
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No. 128. 



Never Mind Reverses. 



Rev. BUha A* Hoffman, coptwcmt. ma. by e. a. hoffman. 



Wl 



J. kmmmy. 




1. Ney -er mind re-vers-es When they come to yon; Up with daunt-less 

2. Not - er mind re-yen - es! Fret not o'er de - feat! From the field of 

3. Ney -er mind re-vers-es! Yield no place to doubt! Ton may be de- 

4. Ner - er mind re-vere-es! Why dia-heart-enad be? Great die-plays of 
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coor -age and the fight re -new; It is al-ways dark -est just be- 

con - fiict yon most not re - treat! God is pledged to help yon, then conr- 

feat-ed, bnt our God is not! In His name go for -ward and the 

pow - er soon your eyes shall see! For the Lord Je • ho - rah, from the 




fore the day; Wait the Lord's arrangement, Bight will have its way. 
a - geons be, Ton will soon be sing-ing songs of Tic - to - ry. 
fight re - new, And the Lord Je - ho - yah won-drons things wifl do, 
great White Throne, Will to all the na-tions make His glo-ry known. 
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Pat your lev* a- way I 

Ney-er mind re-Yers-es! Put your fears a - way I 

Pol jour fears a - wayl 
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Buck - le on the ar-mor for an - oth 




er fray!., 

oth - er might - j 
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Never Mind Reverses. 
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God 
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will with the mor-row prom -feed help 
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No. 129. 

E. W. Blandly. 



Where He Leads Me. 

COPYRIGHT, ISM, BY J. S. NORRI8. 
USED BY PERMISSION. 



J. 5. Norris. 







1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
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I can hear my Sav-ior call-ing, I can hear my Sav-ior call-ing, 
I'll go with Him thro' the gar-den, I'll go with Him thro' the gar-den, 
I'll go with Him thro' the judgment, I'll go with Him thro' the judgment, 
He will give me grace and glo-ry, He will give me grace and glo - ry, 
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D.C.-WhereHeleademe I will fol-low, Where He leads me I will fol -low, 
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D.C. for Chorus. 
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I can hear my Sav-ior call-ing, ' ' Take thy cross and follow, fol - low Me. " 
I'll go with Him thro' the gar-den, I'll go with Him, with Him all the way. 
I'll go with Him thro' the judgment, I'll go with Him, with Him all the way. 
He will give me grace and glo-ry, And go with me, with me ail the way. 




Where He leads me I will fol - low, TU go with Him,with Him all the way. 



No. 130. Show Your Colors. 

Lizzie DoArmond. lurtmur, nr>, *r 
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v-er win, Come o-vnron thaotli-er aide: 
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Show Your Golors. 




Je-808 leads the way to E-ter-nalDay,Comeo-veron theoth-er side. 




No. 131. Ny Soul, Bless Thou Jehovah. 

Psalm 103. Donizetti. Arr. by E. O. E. 




1. my sonl, bless thonJe-ho - vah, All with-in • • me bless His name; 

2. He will not for -67-010111(10 as, Nor keep an -get in His mind; 

3. Far as east from west is dis • taut,* He hath put . . a - way our sins; 




Bless Je- ho- van, and for -get not All His mer-des to pro -claim. 

Hath not dealt as we of-fend-ed 9 Nor re -ward- ed as we sinned. 

Like the pit - y of a fa - ther Hath the Lord's com-pas-sion been. 




For as high . . as is the Heay-en 
For as high as is the Hear-en 



. • the earth be-low, 
Far a-boTe the earth be-low, 
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Ever great to them that fear 




He will ev-er, ev - er show. 

Hill 
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No. 132. I'M GOING THROUGH, JESUS. 



JU snag by W.B. Yates. 




Herbert Buftom 
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1. Lord, I have start-ed to walk in the light, Shin-ing up* 

2. Man-y they are who start in the race; But with thd 

3. Fd rath-er walk with Je - bub a - lone. And have for a 
4 broth-er, now will. you take up the cross? Give up the 




on me from hear-en so bright; I bade the world and its foUies a- 
light they re-fuse to keep pace;. Oth-ers ac-cept it be - cause it is 

pfi-low, lie Ja-cob, a stone, Liv-ing each moment with His face in 
world, and count it as dross; Sell all thou hast, and give to the 




dieu, rve start-ed in Je- sus, and Fm go-ing thro*. \ 
new, But not ver-y man-y ex-pect to go thro'. / -n^ tM . u*J4k~* — 
view, Than shrink from my pathway and fail to go thro'. C m ^"^"^ 'J* 8 * 
poor, Then go thro' with Je-sus and those who en-dure. ' 




Fm go-ing through; HI pay the price, what-ev-er oth-ers do; HI take the 
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way with the Lord's despised few, rm go-ing thro 9 , Je-sus, Tm go-ing thro*. 
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1908, by John T. Benson, Nathvflk, Tenm 



Gbilbren's Songs. 



No. 133. 



Nellie Talbot 



III Be a Sunbeam. 

Tb my grandson, Edwin 0. Sxcett, Jh 

oorvmoHT, itoo, tv e. o. exotic 

WORM ANO MUMO. 



B.O. 
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1. Je - bob wants me for a son - beam, To shine for Him each day; 

2. Je - ens wants me to be lo? - ing, And kind to all I see; 

3. I will ask Je - sns to help me To keep my heart from sin; 

4. I'D be a son-beam for Je - sos; I can if I bat try; 
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It ev - 'ry way try to please Him, At home, at school, at play. 

8how-ing how pleas-ant and hap • py His fit - tie one can be. 

Bt - er re - flect-ing His good -new, And al-ways shine for Hun. 

Serr-ing Him mo-ment by mo - ment, Then live with Him on high. 
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A son - beam, a son - beam, Je - sob wants me for a sun - beam; 




son - beam, a son - beam, I'll be a 
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stm-beam for Him. 



No. 134. Open the Door for the Ghlldren. 



Mary B. Kidder. 



COPYRIGHT, 188B, BY C. 0: CXCELL. 



B. O. ExceH. 
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1. 0- pen the door for the chil-dren, Ten-der-ly gath-er them in,— 

2. O-pen the door ior the chil-dren, See, they are com-ing in throngs! 

3. O-pen the door for the chil-dren, Take the dear lambs by the hand; 




In from the high-ways and hedg - es, In from the plac-es of sin; 
Bid them sit down to the ban -quet, Teach them your beau-ti-ful songs; 
Point them to truth and to good-ness, Lead them to Ca-naan's fair land. 








Some are so young and so help-less, Some are so hun-gry and cold; 
Pray for the Fa-ther to bless them, Pray you that grace may be giv'n; 
Some are so young and so help-less, Some are so hun-gry and cold; 
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D. 8.-0 - pen the door for the chil-dren, Gath-er them in - to the fold. 
- pen the door for the chil-dren, Theirs is the king-dom of heav'n. 
O-pen the door for the chil-dren, Gath-er them in - to the fold. 
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- pen the door, . . Gath - er them in, . . • 

O-penthedooi o-pen the door, Gath-er them in, gith-erfhemfa, 



No. 137. 



Jesus Loves Even Me. 

corvmoHT, im», bv the john church oo. 

USED BY KRMMMON. 



P. P. BlUs. 




1. I am bo glad that our Fa - ther in Heav'n Tells of His love in the 

2. Tho' I for - get Him and wan - der a • way, Still He doth love me wher- 

3. Oh, if there's on- ly one song I can sing, When in Hisbeau-ty I 
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Book He has giv'n; Won - der -ml things in the Bi - ble I 
ey - er I stray; Back to His* dear lov - ing arms would I 
the Great King, This shall my song in e - ter - ni - ty 








Chorus. 




This is the dear-est — that Je - sns loves mo. 

When I re-mem-ber that Je - sns loves me. I am so glad that 
"Oh, what a won -der that Je-sns loves me!" ^ 





PHI 




Je-sns loves me, Je-sns loves me, Je - sns loves me; e- ven me. 
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No. 138. 



Jesus Loves Me. 



1 Jesus loves me, and I know I love Him, 
Lore brought Him down my poor soul to redeem: 
Tea, it was love made Him die on the tree. 
Oh, I am certain that Jesus loves me. 

Cao.-I am so glad, etc. 

2 If one should ask of me, how could I tell! 
Story to Jesus, I know very well; 



God's Holy Spirit with mine doth agree. 
Constantly witnessing— Jesus loves me. 

Cho.— I am so glad, etc 
3 In this assurance I find sweetest rest. 
Trusting in Jesus, I know I am blest; 
Satan, dismayed, from my soul now doth flee. 
When I Just tell Him that Jesus loves me.-Cna 



No. 139. It' s Just Like His Great Love. 



R. 



eOPVIMHT, IMS, Wf OUHENOI B. tTNOUSE. 
INTIRIO AT CTATIONEfPt HALL. 



B. Stroaft*. 
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1. A Friend I have called Je-sus, Whose love is strong and tame, And nev - ar 

2. Sometimes the clouds of troub-le Be - dim the sky a-bove, I can -not 

3. When sorrow's clouds o'ertake me, And breakup -on my head. When life soema 
4.0, I could sing for -ever Of Je-susMove di-vine, Of all His 





fails how-e'er 'tis tried, No mat- ter what I do; I've sinned a-gainst this 
see my Savior's face, I doubt His won-drous love; But He,fromHeav-en'g 
worse than use-less, And I were bet -ter dead; I take my grief to 
care and ten -der-ness For this poor life of mine; His love is in and 





love of His, But when I knelt to 
mer-cy-seat, Be-hold-ing my de 
Je • sue then, Nor do I go in 
o - vest all, And wind and waves o 



pray, Con - fees - ing all my 
spair, In pit - y bursts the 
vain, For heav'n - ly hope He 
bey, When Je - sua whis-pers 




Chorus. 




guilt to Him, The sin-clouds rolled 
clouds be-tween, And shows me He 
gives that cheers Like sun-shine aft - 
"Peace, be still!" And rolls the clouds 



a - way. 

is there. It's just like Je - bus to 

er rain. 

a- way. 



It's Just Like His Great Love. 




roll the clouds a -way, It's jnat like Je - bos to keep me day by day, 




It's just like Je- sue all a -long the way, It's just like His great love. 




Jesus Loves Me. 



win* b» Bradbury* 




1. Je- 

2. Je- 

3. Je- 

4. Je- 



loves me! this I know. For the Bi - Me tells me so; 
loves mei He who died, Heav-en'sgate to o - pen wide; 
loves mei loves me still, Tho' I'm ver - y weak and HI; 
loves mei He will stay Goes be -side me afl the way; 




lit- tie ones to Him be -long, They are weak bat He is strong. 
He will wash a -way my sin, Let His lit -tie child come in. 
From His shin -ing throne on high, Comes to watch me where I He. 
If I love Him when I die, He will take me home on high. 







Chorus. 
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Tes, Jesus loves me, Yes, Jesus loves me, Yes, Jesus loves me,The Bible tells me so. 
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No. 141. 



The Lord's Prayer. 
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1. Our Father which art in heaven, Hallowed 

2. Give us this day our 

3. And lead as not into temptation, but de-Hv - er 



be 
dai 



Thy name; 
ly bread; 
from evil; 
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Thy kingdom come; Thy will be done in earth as it is in heaven; 

And forgive us our debts, as we for - give oar debtors; 

For Thine is the kingdom t and the power, and the dory, for-ey - er. A - men. 
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No. 142. I Think, When I Read That Sweet Story. 



Mr*. J. 



OM Melody. 




1.1 think, whenl read that sweet sto-ry of old, When Je-suswas. 
2. I wish that Hfc hands hadbeen placed G*m^ 




here a-mongmen, How He called lit -tie chfl-dren as lambs to His fold, 
thrownaround me, And that I might have seen His kind look when He said, 
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I shooldfike to have been with them then. 
"Let tiie lit- tie ones come on- to me." 



3 Tet still to His footstool in 
prayer I may go, 
And ask for a share m His 
love; 
And if I now earnestly seek Him 
below, 
I shall see Him and hear Him 
above. 
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No. 143. Because His Name is Jesus. 



Ait. by B. O. B. 



COPYRIGHT, 1M», BY E. O. EXCELL. 
MUSIC ANO ARR. OF WORM. 
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E. O. Bxcell. 
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1. In vain I've tried a thou-saod way s My fears to quell, my hopes to raise, 

2. My soul is night, my heart is steel, I can-not see, I can -not feel; 

3. He died for me, He lives, He pleads, There's love in all His words and deeds; 

4. Tho' some will scorn , and some will blame, I'll go with all my guilt and shame, 
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Bat what I need thro' all my days Is* Je 

For light, for life I must ap-peal To Je 

There's all a guilt - y sin - ner needs In Je 

I'll go to Him be-canse His name Is Je 
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No. 144. 



He Knows It All. 



M*. /\~k~li- AA--.- COFVRIOHT, 1M6, BY E. O. EXCELL. WORM AND MUSIC. 

mrs. uplieua Adams. international copyright secured. 



C M. Davis. 




1. I love to think my Fa-ther knows Why I have missed the path I chose, 

2. I love to think my Fa-ther knows The thoras I pluck with ev-'ry rose, 

3. I love to think my Fa-ther knows The strength <5r weakness of my foes, 
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And that I soon shall clear-ly see The way He led was best for me. 
Thedai-ly griefs I seek to hide From the dear souls I walk be -side. 
And that I need but stand and see Each con-fiict end in vic-to-ry. 
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Refrain. 




He knows it all, He knows it all, . . My Fa-ther 

He knows it all* He knows it all, 
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knows, . . He knows it all; . Thybit-ter tears . . . how 

My Fa-ther knows He knows it all; Thy bit- ter tears 
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fast they fall!— He knows, My Fa-ther knows it all. 

how fast they fall !— 




f 't ['■ V t dju 



No. 145. 

AMradH. Acktoy. 

Legato. 



Somebody Knows. 

COPYRIGHT, IMS AND 1900, BY BY P. Q. F1MMER. 
WORDS AND MUSIC, E. O. EXCELL, OWNS*. 



B. D. Acktoy. 
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1. Failing in strength whenopprestby my foes, Somebody knows, Somebody knows; 

2. Why should I fear when the care-billows roll ? Somebody knows, Somebody knows; 

3. Wounded and helpless and sick with distress, Somebody knows, Somebody knows; 
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Wait - ing for some one to banish my woes, Somebody knows — 't is Je - sus. 
When the deep shadows sweep over my soul, Somebody knows — 't is Je - bus. 
Long - ing for home and a mother's ca-ress, Somebody knows— 't is Je - sus. 




Somebody knows, Somebody knows When I am tempted and tried by my foes; 




He is the One who will keep me— Some-bod-y knows— 'tis Je • bob. 
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No. 146. 

S. M. I. Henry. 



My Father Knows. 

COFVntQHT, tMT, 0V I. O. 6XCCIL. 
WOftOt AND MUMO. 
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1. I know my heartily Father knows The ttormi that would my way oppose ; But He can drire the 

2. I know my beav'nly Father knows The balm I need to soothe my woes, And with His touch of 

3. I know my heartily Father knows How frail I am to meet my foes, But He my cause will 

4. I know my heartily Father knows The hour my journey here will dose, And may that hour,0 
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clouds a-way, And • turn my dark-ness fat • to day, And turn my darkness in - to day, 
love di-vine, He heals this wound-ed soul of mine, He heals this wound>ed soul of mine, 
e'er de-fend, Up - hold and keep me to the end, Up - hold and keep me to the end. 
fafth-ful Guide, Find me safe sheltered by Thy side, Find me safe sheltered by Thy side. 
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He knows, He knows The storms that would my way op - pose; 

Fa-ther knows. I'm ran He knows that would my war op-pose; 
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bHe knows, He knows, And tempers ev-'ry wind that blows. 

Mr Fa-ther knows. ^ I'm sure He knows. the wind that blows. 
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No. 147. 

Mary S. B. Dana. 



I'm a Pilgrim. 

COMMMT, »•!•, av c. o. axOnx. 



Chas. H. QabrM. 
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1. I'm a pU-grim, and I'm a stran-ger; I cao tar - ry bat a night! 

2. Of that Cit - y to which I jour • ney, My Re-deem • er is the Light; 

3. There the son-beams are ew - er shin • ing, — my long - log heart is there; 

(1.) I can tar* ry but a night, I can Ur-ry but a nig ht! 





Do not de-tain me, for I am go - mg To where the foon-tains are ev-er flow -ing; 
There is no sor - row, nor an - y sigh - ing, Nor an - y tears there, nor an - y dy - ing; 
Here in this coon- try, so dark and drear -y, I long have wan-dered, forlorn and wear- y; 
(1.) Do not de-tain me. for I in go - ing To where the fountains are ever low "ing; 




Do not de-tain me, for I am go - ing To where the foan-tains are e?-er flow -tag. 
There is no sor - row, nor an • y sigh - ing. Nor an • y tears there, nor an • y dy • ing. 
Here in this coon - try, so dark and drear - y , I long have wan-dered, forlorn and wear • y. 
( 1. ) Do not de-tain me, for I am go - ing To where the fountains are ever flow - ing. 




I'm a pil-grim, and I'm a stran - ger; I can tar -rj bat a night; 

I'm a pilgrim and a strange r, Cm a pilgrim aa>* a stranger; I can tarry but a night, I can tarry but a night; For 




I'm a pil - grim, and I'm a stran - ger, 
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I'm a pilgrim and a stranger, I'm a pilgrim and a stranger, 



I can tar-ry, I can tar-ry bat a night. 
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No. 148. The Good Old-fashioned Way. 
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1. I am on the Goe-pel highway, Pressing for-ward to the goal, When for me a rest re- 
Z. From the snares of sin-fnl pleas-nre, Here ray feet are al - ways free; Tho* the way may bewailed 

3. Man - y friends have gone before me, They have laid their ar-mor down, With the pO-grims and the 

4. Just a few more steps to f ol-low, Just a few more days to roam; Bat the way grows more de- 




UN 



J. J' J. K 



£ 



HP 



mm 



P 



i 



ss 






■m> 







& 



m 



* 



P 



f 



an 



I 



t* 



nJIJ. J' J J 



a^ 



^ 



& 



? 



# <g 



^x 



main-eth In the home-land of the soul: Ev-'ry hoar I'm mov-ing on-ward, Not a 

nar-row, It is wide e-nonghfot me; It was wide e-noqghfof Dan-iel, And for 

mar-tyre Have ob-tained a robe and crown; On this road they fought their battles, Shooting 

Bght-fnl As I'm draw-ing near-er home; When the storms of life are o - ver, And the 
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mo • ment to de - lay; 
Da - yid in his day; 
Tie - fry day by day: 
clouds have rolled a-* way, 



I am go - mg home to gio - ry In the good old-fashioned way. 
I am glad that I can fol • low In the good oU-fashioned way. 
I shall o - ver-come and join them In the good old-fashioned way. 
I shall find the gates of Heav-en In the good old-fashioned way. 




Chorus or Quartet. 
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In the good old - fash-ioned way, In the good old • fash-ioned way 
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I am so - ins? home to do - rv In the sood old - fash-ion 
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good old - fash-ioned way 



No. 149. 

J. V. R. 

to 
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Over the Top for Jesus. 

COPYRIOMT, 1118, BY JAMES V. RCID, 
OAKLAND CITY, IND. 

&. - -8. 



Jas. V. Reld. 
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1. There's a bat-tie ra-ging o - ver the land and sea, True to Cnrist our Captain 

2. There's a cry of sor-row rising from hearts oppressed, There's a world in sadness 

3. When the pow'rs of earth before our Redeemer shall kiMl; When the joy of tri-umph 
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we will be; Sa-tan's host is might-y, fight-ing for ru-in and sin, 
and un - rest; Bnt the hope that thrills us, look-ing out in - to the night, 
we shall feel; Then with Christ who conquered, in - to the realms of the blest, 




jot?*. 



"> Chorus. 




But in this great conflict right is sure to win. (O-verthetOD for Je- 
Christ,theLordofbattle8,lead8U8 in the fight. | Never de-lav-im? when 
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We shall march in vic-t'ry to e-ter-nal rest. 



Never de-lay-ingwhenwe 







brave-ly we will go; 0- ver the top for Je - bus, rout-ing ev- 'ry foe; 
hear the bu- gle blow, (Omi/ ) 




We'll fight for right with all our might, As o -ver the top we go. 

j2- 



No. 150. That Old, Old Story is I rue. 



D. B. Watldas. 



copvunmt, iiM, ■» i. o. txccu. 



E. O. Excell. 
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1. Theresa won-der-ful sto • ly Pre heard long ft - go, 'Tb called "The sweet story of old;" 

2. They told of ft Be-ingso love-lv and pore, That came to the earth to dwell, 

3. He a -roae«ftnd as-cend-ed to Heav-en, we're told, Tri • um-phant o'er death and bell; 

4. Oh, that won-der-fnl ato - ry I love to re- peat, Of peace and good-will to men; 
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I hear it ao oft - en, wber-ev - er I go That same old sto -ry b told; 

To seek for His lost ones, and make them se-cure From death and the pow-er of hell; 
He's pre-par-mg a place in that dt - y of gold, Where toted ones for-er - er may dwell: 
There's nosto - ry to me that is half so sw eet, As I hear it ft - gam and ft * gain. 
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And I've tho't it was strange that so oft' en they'd teO That sto - ry as if it were new; 
.That He was despised, and with thorns He wascrowned,On the cross was ex-tend-ed to view; 
.Where our kindred we'll meet, and we'll nev-er-more part, And oh, while I tell it to yon. 
He in-vites yon to come— He will free - ly re-ceive, And this mes-sage He send-eth to yon, 




But I've found out the rea -son they loved it so weD,— ^hat old, old sto -ry is true. 

But oh, what sweet peace in my heart since I've found That old, old sto -ry is true. 

It is peace to my soul, it is joy to my heart, That old, old sto - ry is true. 

"There'saman-sionin Glo,-ry for all who believe!" That old, old sto -ry b true. 
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That Old, Old Story is True. 
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That old, old at»-ry ie trae, .... That old, old eto • ry » true; 



BrtlVrtfoeiri art the tea- eon they loved it to weO,— That old, old eto-ry it tne. 




No. 151. Day is Dying in the West. 

Mary Aaa Lathbury. wi mm i.iw, or* m.mncmt. Wiinan P. Sherwta. 




Wait and worship while the night 

2. Lord of life be-oeath the dome Of the a • m* • Teree, Thy home, 6ath-er xa who eeek Thy face v 

3. WhDe the deep'ning shadowe ftB, Heart of lofe, eo • fold • lag all. Thro' the gio-ry and the grace 

4. When for-er • er from our eight Peas the ttan, the day, the night, Lord of an • gelt, on our eyee 
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8ete hare?emnclampea*nght Thro* all the ear. 



etenmg lampa a • flght Thro* all the aky. 
To the fold of Thy em-brace, For Thou art nigh. Ho • ry, Qo • tj. Ho • Jy, Lord God of 
Of the ttan that toQ Thy face, Onr.bearta ae - epend. 
Let e • ter • nal moro • mg rise, And shad • owe end. 
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H«MB*t«"aaa4 earth ere til of Thee; Hur'n lad earth «npnafa« Thee, OLonlMort H%hl 
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No. 152. 



A Sinner Made Whole. 



W. M. Llghthatl. 

Duet. Tenor and Baritone. (As sung by Gabriel a Exeell.) 
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Cbas. H. Gabriel. 



aftff ff^r^MLfx^ t f f f i £=s 



1. There's a song in my heart that my 
Solo or Quartet. 



lips can -not sing, 'Tis praise in the 
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2. I shall stand one day fault • less and pure by His throne, Trans-formed from my 

3. All the mu • sic of heav • en, so per - feet and sweet, Will blend with my 
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sic each mo - ment is thrill - ing my soul, 



high • est to Je - sua, my King; Its mu 
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age, con-formed to His own; Then I shall find words for the song of my soul, 
and will make it com-plete; Thro' a - ges un - end - ing the ech - oes will roll, 
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D. 8.— My heart it it ting -ing, the an-them it ringing, 
^ w Fine. Chorus. 
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For I 
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Was a sin - ner, but Christ made me whole. A 



sin • ner made whole! a 
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For I was a sin - ntr, but Christ made me whole. A sin - ner made whole! a 
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va* a tin - ner, fa* Cfcrtsf made me whole. 
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sin • ner made 
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whole I The Sav - ior hath bought me and #>n - somed my soul! 
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ner made whole! The Sa? - ior hath bought me and ran - somed my sonll 
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No. 153. Sometime, Somewhere. 
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Duet or Solo. 
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1. Un-an-sweredyet? The prayer your Epa have pleaded In ag-o • ny of heart these man-y 

2. Un-an-sweredyet? Tho When you first pre-sent-ed This one pa- ti - tion at the Fa-ther's 

3. Uii-an-sweredyet? Nay, do not aay un-grant-ed; Per-hapa your part it not yetwhol-ry 

4. Un-an-twered yet? Faith can-not be un - an-swered; Her feet were firm - ly plant-ed on the 
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Does faith be -gin to fall, is hope de- part • big, And think yoo all in 
It teemed you could not wait • the time of atk - ing, So nr-gentwat your 

The work be-gan when first your prayer was ut-tered, And God wiD fin • ish 

A -mid the wild-eat storm prayer ttandt un-daunt-ed, Morqna3tbe-fore the. 
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Tain those falling tears? 
heart to make it known, 
what He has be -gun. 
loud-est thun-der shock; 



Say not the Fa - the* hath not heard your prayer; Yon shall hare your de- 
Tho* years have passed since then.do not de - tpair; The Lord will an-swer 
If yon will keep the in-cense burn-ing there; His glo-ry you shall 
She knows Om-nip - o-tence has heard her prayer, And cries, "It shall be 
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sire, tome - time, some-where, You shall have your de- sire, some -time, some-where. 

you, some -time, some-where, The Lord will an-swer you, some -time, some-where. 

see, some -time, some-where, His glo - ry you shall see, some -time, some-where. 

done, some -time, some-where," And cries, "It shall be done, some -time, some-where." 
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No. 154. Reapers Are Needed. 

Unto OeArmond. *" m T?i^i™.:' •"••" S*aael W. Bwsley. 
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1. Hark to the ma -sic re- sound -ing, Reap* en are need-ed to - day; Fields are all 

2. For-ward with hearts foil of glad - nets, Reap-ers, I pray yon, make haste; Grain there is 

3. Hark to the song they are ting - ing! See, they have treat-ores so rare; 8oon will the 




white, to the bar - test Let os be np and a - wayl E* - er the Mas - tor is 
read - y and wait - ing, If not soon gatb-ered, will waste; Then let us hear yon re* 
hex -vest be end - ed t Haste, then, their tro-phies to share. Let no one be i - dry 
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call - ing, Has -ten! the shad-ows are (all - ing; On to the har • vest-field, Gath-er the 
ply - ing, La - bor with conr-age un-dy - ing, Send np a* word of cheer, Tell of the 
dream-ing, Look! took! the bar-vest is gleam - ing, Join ye the reap- tag band, Lead them a 
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gold* en yield, Pre -dons sheaves. 

rest so near, Best at home. Hark! hark! comes the song, On! on! join the 

help* ing hand, Ere the night. 
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Forth with joy-fal, lor -ing heart, Bravely do your part; Hark! bark! rings the call; Haste! battel 
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one and aD; On where the bar-Test stands, 



for will - ing hands 8onls to win. 



No. 155. How Sweet is His Love. 
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1. When tnrob-led my tool; and when peace I woriM find, How tweet it the lore of Je-sns! . . 

2. When famt-hujaiid help-less I fall m do - speir, How sweet is the. lov* of Jo-am!.. 

3. When dark is the night, and whoa sore-ry di st ress e d, How tweet it the lore of Jo -ana!.. 
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When lone- ry I feel, and when friends are on-kind, How sweet it Hit love to me! . . . 
When tof-f 'ring with pain, and when tor-row I hear, How tweet is His love to me! . . . 
When long-ing my soul for His com-fortand rest, How sweet is His love to me! . . . 
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O . . . how sweet, 



how sweet is 



love,.. How sweet is His love to 
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me! . .When friends aQ have gone, and I snf-fer a -lone, How sweet is His love to me! . . 
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No. 156. 

D. H. 5. 



His Burden Lifted Me* 



"My burden is light."— Matt. 11: 80. 

COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY M. HOMER CUMMIN08. 
B. H. 8HADDUCK, OWNER. 



Rev. Burt H. Shadduck. 




1. Once heav-v -la -den, lost in the nigEt, 

2. Deep was life's sor-row, shal-low its mirth, 

3. Blind - ly I toiled for per - ish - ing gain, 



Sink -ins be-neath sin's 

I felt the might- y 
Bound like a slave with 
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fast-ened weight, 
pull of earth; 
sil - ver chains; 



With His dear bond-age Christ set me free, Gave 
Ihrist changed the mag-net, loosed earth-ly things, His 
Galled to a king-dom, Christ, King of kings, Bears 
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Chorus. 1 







me a load that lift-ed me. V v 

love-borne bur -den lift-ed me. Far down the world road,faint 'neath my 
up His own on ea-gle wings. 




sin - load I found Him and His cross for me; Care-free my heart sings; 

_L ^J>rJV. 




Like might-y ea-gle wings His bless-ed bur -den lift-ed me. 




♦There is a fable that when the world was young;, the gods called on the animals to share theix 
burdens. They were bound on the backs of only those creatures who would willingly bear them, and 
straightway became wings, and other creatures hate envied the birds em since. 



No. 157. Night and Home. 

"When even was come He smith onto them, Let as pus over unto the other side."— Marx 4. 

B. H. S. COPYRIGHT, 1116, BY 8. H. 8HADOUCK. Rev , Bu]rt H# Shaddlick. 

Duet. 
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1. On - ly once an earth way-far-er, Just a while a bur-den bear-er, I 

2. Voices call, I soon shall hear them; Fa-ces dear, and I am near them; These 

3. Mighty saints have gone before me, An-gel ar-mieshov-er o'er me, God's 
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seek no borrowed glo - ry here: What to me earth's beauty fading, 

eyes see naught e- ter- nal here; Just be-yond this veil of seeming, 

cloud of wit-ness- es look down; I need not earth's trappings borrow, 




Its vain pos-ing and pa-rad-ing? Night shadows fall and home is near, 
Faith can see the home lights beaming, At e-ven-tide they'll greet me there. 
I shall reign a king to-mor-row, I seek not here a paint-ed crown. 
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i When the evening shades are falling, And I hear their voi-ces call - ing, And 
I What to me earth's crowns or crosses, What are all its gains or loss - j», If 
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I shall lay my bur-den down, 

I may hear Him [Omit ] say, " Well done"("well done")? 
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No. 158. 



Alone. 



"I have trodden the wine press alone * * I looked and there was none to help." — ISA. 48. 

COPYRIGHT, IMS, BY B. H. 8HA0DUCK. 

B. H. 5. Rev. Burt H. Shadduck. 
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1. Who cared that Je - sus wept alone for men? 

2. A - lone He bore the curs-ed cross and shame, 

3. A - lone He wres- tied, wet with bloody sweat , 



Seek - ing His bless - ings, 
No will-ing ones the 
Mid-night, His foes a- 
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from His burden free; Still careless men pray ,"Master,oh,bless me," Oh, burdened 
heav-y load to bear; Still bless-ing seek - ers go the crossless way; Oh, Christ re- 
wake, His friends asleep; Still prayerless ones would share H» throne and crown, Oh, Man of 





Chobus. 
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One, shall mine eyes tear-less be? 

fused, let me Thy bur - den share. Bind me, Je-sus, to the burdens that you 

Sor- rows, let me vig - il keep. 





bear; Let the ones who smite Thee find me ready, always near; While the crossless 
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crowds are dreaming of a crown, Let me be a comrade true, mighty One. 
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No. 159. 

^r» G. Mflrtln* 



Land of the Dnsetting Sun. 



COPYRIGHT, 1908, BY CHA8. H. GABMEU 
COPYRIGHT, 190t, BY E. O. EXCELL. 



Chas. H. 
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1. Some Bweet day I shall en-ter a place, When the work of my life shall be 

2. Yes, the bur -dens of life can be borne, When I think of the prize to be 

3. I can peace-mi - ly welcome the night When the hours of my life shall be 

4. what joy I mor-tal tongue cannot tell, With e - ter - ni - ty on - ly be- 
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done; . . A place that is filled with His mar- vel-ous grace, In the 

won; . . Of the beau - ti - ful robe and the crown to be worn, In the 

run; ... It will bring me no grief, but su - per - nal de - light, In the 

gun; . . Onean-oth-er to meet, with the Sav - ior to dwell, In the 




land of the Un- set-ting Sun. 



I shall dwell in the land of de - light . . 

of de-lfeht. 




When my jour-ney on earth has been run; . . . In the land where there 

jour - - ney on earth has been ran ; 
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com - eth no sor-row, no night, In the land of the Un - set-ting Sun. 
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No. 160. 

Charlotte Q. Homer. 



A Son$ of Victory. 

COPYRIGHT, 1M>4, BY OHAB. M. GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT, 1*07, BY E. O. EXOELL 



Chas. H. Qabriel. 
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1. Loud - ly un - to the world is a cho - rus re-sound - ing, 

2. Press -ing on to the bat - tie, each sol - dier ' re - joi - ces, 

3. GIo - ryl glo - ry to God in the high - est for - ev - er! 
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From the hosts of the Lord as they march a - long, 
Sing - ing joy - ful - ly un - to the gra - cions King; 
For the King in His beau - ty shall yet ap - pear; 
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Rich in har - mo - ny , send-ing the ech - oes re - bound - ing, 
Earth is join - ing her praise with the tu - mult of voi - ces, 
Shout a - loud, for Je - ho-vah, our God, will de - liv - er; 
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Swell - ing 
While the 
His the 



might - i - ly from the vie - to - rious throng, 
arch - es of Heav-en with mu - sic ring, 
bat - tie, and vie - to - ry draw - eth near. 




Chobus. 



A Sons of Victory. 







Vic - to-ryl 
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rings aloud the bat-tie-cry, bat-tle-cry! Till the glad 



Vic-ko-ry! vic-to - ry! rings a-loud the baft 



tie -cry, . . Un-til thegio-ri-ous 
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echoes reach the vaulted sky, vaulted sky; O'er the world be on-furled 

ech - oes reach the vault - ed sky;, . . O-Ter the world now be on-furled Hit 
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soldier stands, bravely stands, Glad-ly His 



will o-bey-ing in wbat-e'er 



sol - - dier stands, . . Glad-ly o - bey-inf in what - io-e? - er He . com- 




te the King, the kingdom His for - ev - er - more. 

mands; . . He ii the King, and the kin* - dom His for - ev - er - more. 
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No. 161. Grown Him King of Kings. 



E. B. Rexford. 



COPYRIGHT, IMS, BY t. O. EXCCLL. 
WORDS ANO MUSIC. 



Do Los* Smith* 
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Introduction. 
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Voices in Unison. 
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1. Grown Him, crown Him with glo - ry the King of kings; 

2. He who reigns o'er the king-doms of earth to - day, 

3. Praise Him, praise Him, the King on the great white throne; 

I 




: i \ \\\\\\ \ 



m^jiui\^^ m 



ffTff 



3: J 

X ■ ~ I I ~ X 

Praise and hom- age each heart as its trib - nte brings; 

Sends His bless-ings to those in the heav'n-ward way; 

Love Him, serve Him, who ml - eth by love a - lone; 
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Sing, earth, and n - nite in the might - y re - frain— 
Sing we prais-es with hearts that with love o - ver - flow- 
Up to heav - en the shout of the glo - ri - fled rings— 
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Grown Him King of Kings. 
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Christ, our Re- deem -er and King, will for-ev - er 

Glo - ry to Je - sos who con-qnero our ev - *ry 

Laud and a - dore Him, and crown Him the King of 
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kings! 
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Chorus. 
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Sing ho - Ban - nas, load let the joy - fnl an - thems ring, 
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Land and ' wor - ship Him whom the an- 
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a - dore! 
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Grown Him, crown Him, Sav-ior, Re-deem -er and King, 
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Glo-ry to God in the high - est— Glo-ry for-ev - er-more! 
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No. 162. 

D. R. Vaa Skid*. 

fc± 



All Hall, Immanuel ! 

OOPVRMMT, 1910, BV E. O. EXCEU. 
WORM AND MUSIC 



Chai. H. Oabrtol. 
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1. All hail to Thee, Im-man - u - el, We cast our crowns be- 

2. All hail to Thee, Im-man - u - el, The ran - - somed hosts snr- 

3. All hail to Thee, Im-man - u - el, Our ris - - en Kins and 
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fore Thee; Let ey - *ry heart o - bey Thy will, And ev - - 'ry voice a- 
round Thee; And earthly monarchs clamor forth Their Soy - 'reign, King to 
Say - ior! Thy foes are vanquished, and Thou art Om - nip - o - tent for- 




dore Thee. In praise to Thee, our Say - ior, King, The vi-brant chorda of 
crown Thee. While those redeemed in a - ges gone, As-semb-led round the 
ev - er. Death, sin and hell no Ion - ger reign, And Sa-tan's pow'r is 




heav - en ring, And ech - o back the might -y strain: All 
great white throne, Break forth in - to im - mor - tal song: All 
burst in twain; E - ter - nal glo - ry to Thy Name: All 
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hail! all hafl! AU hail, all hail, Im - man - u - el! 

All kaill all hallt 
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AM Hail, Immanuel! 

Chobub. 
Hail, . Im-man-o-el, Im-man-a-ell Hail 



, Hail, Em - nun- a -el! 



Hail to the Hug we lore m wett 

^. T 




. Wie-dom and pow-er be on - to Thee, Now and ev - er - morel V1/ 

WU • dom be on - to Thee, 




Hail, Im-man-o-el, Im-man-u-ell Hail, 
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Hail to the King we lore bo well, Hail, Im - man -u- ell Hall to the King we lore so well, 

Hail ! 
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Hail, im - man- a -el! Kingof kingg and Lord of lordfl,AUhafl,Im-man-u-ell 



No. 163. Master, the Tempest is Raging. 



UHD BY PER. Or M. R. PALMER, OWNER OP OOPVRMHT. 



H. R. Palmer. 




1. Mas-ter, the tern-pest ia rag-inglThe bil-lows are toss-ing high! 

2. Mas-ter, with an-gnish of spir - it I bow in my grief to - day; 

3. Mas-ter, the ter-ror is o - ver, The el - e - ments sweet-ly rest; 





The sky is o'er-shadowed with blackness, No shel-ter or help is nigh; 

The depths of my sad heart are tronb-led — Oh, wak-en and save, I pray! 

Earth's sun in the calm lake is mir-rored, And Heav-en's with-in my breast; 

n. 





Gar - est Thon not that we per - ish? How canst Thou lie a - 
Tor -rents of sin and of an -goish Sweep o'er my sink -rag soul; 
Lin-ger, bless -ed Be -deem - er! Leave me a -lone no more; 





When each moment so mad-ly is threat'ning A grave in the an - gry deep? 
And I per -ish! I per- ish! dear Mas-ter— Oh, has-ten, and take con-trot. 
And with joy I shall make the blest bar- bor, And rest on the bliss -fed shore. 
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Master, the Tempest is Raging. 

Chorus. p pp 





Wheth-er the wrath of the storm- tossed Bea, Or de-mona or men, or what- 
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ev-er it be, No wa-tere can swal -low the ship where lies The Mas-ter of 





o-cean,andearth,and skies; They all shall sweetly o-bey Thy will, Peace, be still! 
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Peace be still! They all shall sweetly o-bey Thy will, Peace, peace, be still! 



No. 164. 

c. h. a. 



Harvest-Time is Here. 



T, 1t07, tV CMA8. H. GABRIEL, 
t. O. EXCEU, OWNER. 



Chafl. H. Oabrtol. 




V V 

1. Glad is the song that the reap-ers sing, As they are joy - ful - ly mow-ingl 

2. Bright is the son, and the sky is clear, Swift-ly the mo-men ts are fly -ing; 

3. Look ye, the har-vest is trn - ly great, Gold-en and ripe it is gleam -ingl 









Hith-er and thith-er they bend and swing, Zeal to the ef - fort be - stow-ing; 
Hark-en! the voice of, the Mas-ter hear, Lood-ly for la - bor-ers cry - ing; 
Won-drons-ly wide is thy Lord's es-tate, In its mag-ni - fi - cence teem-ing; 
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Loud-er and sweet-er the ech - oes ring, Pa-tience and loy - al • ty show-ing, 
While in the mark-eta, a - far and near, Man - y are wait-ing, de - ny - ing 
Reap-ers are need-ed, and still you wait, I - die and care-less-ly dreaming! 





As in the field the sick -le they wield, Gath-er-ing sheaves for the King. 
Service they might, with joy and de - light, Give ere the shad-ows ap - pear. 
Go ye to- day, and reap while you may 1 Go, ere you en - ter too late I 
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Harvest-Time Is Here. 




Far and wide, .... in its way - big pride, . . . .Does the 

Far and wide, yea, far and wide, in its wav - ing pride, its wa? - ing pride, 

£- - - - - -** 




Does the 




gold - en, rich and ripe ap -pear; And lo! the 
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field all gold - en, field all gold - en, 
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ran is high in the cloud - less sky; .... Then a- 

son is nigh, the son is high in the cloud-less sky, the cloud-less sky; Then a- 
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wake, . . . and a -rouse, . . . For the har-vest-time is here; A-wake, . . . a- 

wake, a-ronse, a-wake, a-roose, A- wake, a-wake, a- 





1st & £d verses. 




y After lout verse only. 



wake, .... For the har - vest-time is here, har-vest-time is here. 

wake, a-wake, /s\ 
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No. 165. 



"Pray," "Give," "Go." 



Matt. 9: 88; 14: 16; 28: 19. 
C*pyrif ht, 1M0, by M. Homot CuMingt. 



M« B* C. 



Rev. N. Homer Cummintf*. 
f f t 




1. Hear ye the words of the Mm - Ur to - day, "Pray," "give," "go,-" 

2. Har-veet if ripe bat tho reap - on art few, "Pray," "pray," "v**yf 
8. If a • ny art ami-cry and help -lew and cold, "Give/' "give" "give;" 
4. Mil-lions are dy- lag in dark - ness and night, "Go," "go," "go;" 
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He has com-mand - ed, and we should o • bey, "Pray," "give," "go." 

Bray ye the Lord to send la - bor - era true, "Pray," "pray," "pray/ 

Thou halt a - bund-ance, do not with-hold, "Give, "give," "gire. H 

Tell them of Je - roe, the Truth and the Light, "Go," "go," "go." 




Chorus. 




Pny. pray, pray, Give, give, giro, 

Pray ye the Lord of the har-vest, Give Him the best that yoi have; 
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Go, go, go, Thii ii the Saviour*! com - maud. 

Go and tell oth - era of Je • ana, 



Invitation M^mns. 



No. 166. 



Jesus Is Galling. 




1. Je-sos is ten-der-ly call -ingthee home— Call-ing to-day, call-ing to-day; 

2. Je-sos is call-ing the wear-y to rest— Call-ing to-day, call-ing to-day; 

3. Je-sos bwaitingyohjoometo Him now— Waiting to-day, waiting to-day; 

4. Je-sos ispleadmgjohjlist to His voice — Hear Him to-day, hear Him to-day; 




Why from the son-shine of lore wilt thon roam Far-ther and far-ther a - way! 
Bring Him thy bur-den, andthonshalt be blest; He wOl not torn Thee a - way. 
Gome with thy sins, at His feet low - ly bow; Come,and no lon-ger de-lay. 
They who be-fieve on His name shall re- joice; Quickly a -rise and a -way. 




Chorus. 








Call - ing to - dayl Call - ing to - dayl 

Call-ing, call-in* to - day, to -dayl Call - ing, call-ing to - day, to -dayl 




Je - sns is call - ing, is ten - der-ly cau-ing to-day. 

Jd - ami Is ton -der-ly call-ing to-day, _ 




No. 167 

M« H. Cm 



Jesus Is the One You Need. 



oorvmoHT, wis, ev m. homui cumminq*. 

Rev, M« HouMf Cumintr&ft» 




1. Are you long-ing for a Say-ior who can wash your sins a -way? 

2. Have you sought in vain for hap - pi -ness the world can-not be -stow? 

3. Do yon want a friend to help yon when af - fiic-tions press the soul? 

4. Who will be your hope and comfort when yon near death's chOl-ing tide? 




Je • bus is the One, the ver -y One yom need; He wil shed His light 

Je-sus fa the One, the ver - y Om yen need; Ton will find e-ter- nil 

Je - bus is the One, the ver - y One yon need; He wifl calm your troubled 

Je-sus is the One, the \a - y One yen need; He wiH lead yen thro' the 




on yon, turn your darkness in - to day, Je 
pleasurewherethe joysce-les-tialflow, Je 
spir - it if you yield to His con-trol, Je 
val-ley— be your Rod, your Staff f your6uide,Je 



the One you need* 
the One you need. 
Hie One you need, 
the One you need. 




Chorus 
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Je-sus is the One you need, Je-sus b 1heOneyouneed7 Tw 

yon need, yonneed. 




heal an aching heartand life and peace impart, Je-sus b the One yon 




No. 168. 



Why Not Now? 
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1. While we pray and while we plead. While yon eee your soul's deep need, 

2. Yon hare wandered far a - way; Do not riak an - oth - er day; 

3. In the world, you've failed to find Aught of peace for tronb - led mind; 

4. Gome to Christ, eon -fes -sionmake; Gome to Christ, and par - don take; 








While our Fa - ther caDs yon home, Will yon not, my brother, come? 

Do net torn from God your face, But to - day ae - cept His grace. 

Gome to Christ, on Him be - Here, Peace and joy yon shall re - coire. 

Trust in Him from day to day, He win keep yon all the way. 



Cnoaus 




Why not now? . . • why not now? • . Why not come to Je - 

Wfcyaotnowf whj not wf 



sus now? 





Why not now? . • why not now? • • Why not come to Je - sus now? 

Way not now? . why not now? 



f H : *' if fl 




No. 169. 

In* Daley Ogdon. 

Duett. 



Jesus Will! 

COPYRIGHT, W2, By W. E. BIEDCRWOtP. 
I. O. EXOCU* OWNER. 



B. D. Ackley. 




1. Who will o - pen mer-cy's door? Je-sos will! 

2. Who can take a -way my sin? Je- sua will! 

3. Who can conquer donbts and fears? Je-sos will! 

4. Who will be my dear -est Friend? Je-sos will 1 



Jo-bos will! 
Je-BU8 will! 
Je-sos will! 
Je-sos will! 
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As for par -don I im-plore? 
Make me pure, with-ont, with - in? 
Share my joys and dry my tears? 
Love and keep me to the end? 



Je - sos, bless-ed Je 

Je - sos, bless-ed Je 

Je-sos, bless-ed Je 

Je - sob, bless-ed Je 



sos will! 

sos will! 

sos will! 

sos will! 
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Chorus. 




Je-sos will! Yes, your lov-ing Sav-ior will; 

■are - ly will; 





He will each and ev - 'ry need fol - fill, Je-sos, bless-ed Je-sos will! 




No. 170. 



M. H. C 



Jesus Is Galling Thee Now. 

Tone: "Jesub, Tm Light of Tn Wobld." 
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COPYRIGHT, 1019, BY M. HOMER CUMMINOB* 

Rev. M. Homer Cummln&s, err. 




1. Wear-y soul, by sin op-pressed, Je-sns is caO-ing thee now; 

2. Plunge in -to the foun- tain wide, Je-sns is call -ing thee now; 

3. Tho' yon've wandered far a -way, Je-sns is call -ing thee now; 

4. Qe will hear thy heart's faint cry, Je-sns is call - ing thee now; 

5. 0, ac - cept Him while yon may, Je-sns is call - ing thee now; 




Fine. 




Come, and He will give thee rest, Je - bus 

Flow - ing from the Sav - ior's side, Je-sns 

From the Fa-ther's house a - stray, Je - bus 

Ev - 'ry need He will sup - ply, Je • bus 

Lin - ger not an - oth - er day, Je - bus 



is call - ing thee now. 

is call -ing thee now. 

is call -ing thee now. 

is call -ing thee now. 

is call -ing thee now. 




Chorus 




Come, wan - der - er, come, come to Him now, Spurn not His mer-cy, in 
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pen - i -tence bow, Think of 



His suf-f 'ring on Cal - va -ry's brow: 




No. 171. 

E. E. Hewitt. 



The Glorious News. 



R. «. ARBOOMT, OWNER. 



R. G. Arbofeast. 





1. Won't you come and seek sal - va - tion? Je - sus now is pass - ing by; 

2. Bless - ed message I Life for - ev - er Je - sos will to you im --part; 

3. Earth, with her ten thou-sand voi - ces, Can -not tell such news as this; 

4. He is com-ing soon from Glo - ry: Pre-cious is the thought to me; 




Pre-cious is the in - vi - ta - tion; Won't you come while He is nigh? 
Trusting Him, who'll leave you nev-er, Peace will dwell with-in your heart. 
Ev- 'ry con-trite soul re - joi - ces; By His grace is end -less bliss. 
Won't you help us tell the sto - ry, Till His bless-ed face we see? 




P P P P 
Chorus. 
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Glo - rious news we 
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bring 
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heay'n - ly 
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Je - bus now "is pass - ing by; Call, and He will hear and 




save you; Glo-ry be to God on high! (to God on high!) 
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No. 172. Gome Where the Blessings Fall. 



COPYRIGHT, 1914, BY M. HOMER CUM MINOS, 



M. H. C 



Rev. M. Homer Cummln&s. 
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1. You may know the pow - er of an end - less life— Joy *nd peace re- 

2. You may walk with Je - bus, jour-ney by His side, And may hear each 

3. You may find a ref - age for your storm-tossed soul, Where no rag - ing 
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ceiveby giv-ing all; You may have the vic-t'ry o - rer sin and strife, 
day Hislov-ing call; You may bring your bur-dens and in Him con-fide, 
tem-pestcan ap-pall; You may dwell in safe-ty while the bil- lows roll, 
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Chorus. 





If you come where the blessings fall. Come where the blessings fall, 

blessings fall, 
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Come where the bless-ingB fall; God wDl cleanse your heart from sin, 



»^| blessings fall; K . 
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And will keep you pure with- in, If you come where the bless -ings fall. 
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No. 173. 

M. H.C. 



Should He Gome. 



COPYRIGHT, 1914, BY M. HOMER CUMMIN08. 

Rev. M. Homer Cummin&s. 
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1. Should the Say - ior come this mo-ment, Would your loins be gird a - bout? 

2. Should He come in king-ly splen-dor, From His re - gal throne so bright, 

3. Should the sun and moon be darkened, Should the mountains flee a - way, 

4. Should the Lord de-scend from glo-ry And the dead in Christ a - rise, 




U^itr i 
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Would your lamp be trimmed and burning? Would you greet Hun with a shout? 
Would you glad-ly go to meet Him, Hail His ad -vent with de-light? 
Should the stars fall from the heav-ens, Could you in His pres-ence stay? 
Would you, too, be caught up with Him To the meet-ing in the skies? 



b frfJifi tfg i Ef EfP 




Chorus. 
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Are you read-y now to meet Him, Should He come, Should He come? 
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Would you has - ten now to greet Him, Should He come, Should He come? 
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No. 174. There is Power in the Blood. 



L.B.J. 



COFYRMHT, IBM, BY H. L. OJLMOUR, WCNONAH, N. J. 
U6CD BY KR. 




1. Would you be free from the bur - den of on? There's pow'r in the blo< 

2. Would you be free from your passion and pride? There's pow'r in the blood, 

3. Would you be whit-er, much whit-er, than snow? There's pow'r in the Wood, 

4. Would you do serv-ice for Je - sus f your King? There's pow'r in the Wood, 
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pow'r in the blood; Would you o'er e - vil a vie - to - ry win? 

pow'r in the blood; Come for a cleans-ing to Gal - va - ry's tide; 

pow'r in the blood; Sin stains are lost in its life - giv - ing flow; 

pow'r in the blood; Would you live dai - ly His prais - es to sing? 




i . Chorus, 
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There's won-der - ful pow'r in the blood. There is pow'r, pow'r, 

there ie 
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Won-der- work-ing pow'r in the blood of the Lamb; There is 

In the blood of the Lamb; 




pow'r, pow'r, Wonder-working pow'r In the pre-cious blood of the Lamb. 

there is pow'r, 



No. 175. 



C. S. N. 



His Way With Thee. 

COPYBMHT, 18M, BY H. L. OJLMOUR, WENONAH, N. J. 

USED BY KB. ReV. CjTVL* S. 




1. Would yon live for Je - bus and be always pure and good? Would yon walk with 

2. Would you have Him make you free, and follow at His call? Would you know the 

3. Would you in His kingdom find a place of constant rest? Would you proye Him 




^^m 




Him with - in the nar - row road? Would you have Him bear your bur-den, 
peace that comes by giv - ing all? Would you have Him save you, so that 
true each prov - i - den - tial test? Would you in His serv - ice la - bor 




car - ry all your load? Let Him have His way with thee. 

you need nev - er fall? Let Him have His way with thee. His pow'r can make yon 

al - ways at your best? Let Him have His way with thee. 
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fill your soul, and you will see 'Twasbest for Him to have His way with thee 




No. 176. Jesus Is Seeking the Lost Ones. 



M. H. C, ait. 



COPYRIGHT, 1112, BY M. HOMER CUMMINOS. 



Rev. M. Homer Cummm&s. 




1. Je - sua is seek-ing the lost ones, Out in the mountains so cold, 

2; Je - bus is seek-ing the lost ones, Down in the val-leys of sin, 

3. Je - sus is seek-ing the lost ones, Out in the high-ways to - day, 

4. Je - sos is seek-ing the lost ones, Stray-ing in dark-ness and night, 
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LoY-ing - ly, ten-der - ly call - ing, Hear the good Shepherd to - day, 




Gome To Jesus. 



No. 177. 

Unknown. 

1. Gome to Je - sus, come to J* - bus, 




2. He will save you. 

3. He is able. 



5. Call upon 



ing. 
Him. 




4. He is willini 
I upc 

6. He will hear you. 

7. He'll forgive you. 

8. He will cleanse you. 

9. Jesus loves you. 
10. Only trust 




No. 178. 



Mlhy Not To-nifthtt 

COPYRIGHT, 1M6, SY J. H. HALL. USIDBVPSft. ' f • GitTO 



L donotletthe word depart, Andcloso thin* eyesi 
1. To-mor-row' 



;let the word depart, And close thine eyes against thelight^oor sinner harden 

w'ssun may neT-er rise, To bless thy Jong de-lud-edsight;Tbis is the time, oh, 

(. Our Lord in pifc-y lingers stilI t And wiltthonthusHisk)Terequite?Renounceatoncethy 

4. Our Mess^l^rdre-lasesnoneWhowoiildtoBiatheirsoukunite^eUeTe.o-oey,^ 



CBOBUB. 




notto-nlghtf Owhj 



not you heart, BesaTed,0 to-night 

then be wise, Be sayed\0 to-night why 

stab-born win, Be Bared, O to-night 

work Is done. Be saved, to-night vhynotlMighlf vlyitttMdcit? Hjartto-iirktf 
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"X 

notto-nlghtf WQtthoo bo •af'l? Then why not to-night? 

wkyattto-Biclt?lUt lata la a%r*d t win fait bsstfttliiawfcyatf, why artto-nigkl? 

J. 



Yield Not to Temptation. 

eYPERMlMIO* OP DA. H.R. PALMER. . 



H.R.PAUOB, 




I r Yield not to temp-ta >tfon, For yieW-ing is sin, Each Yic-t'ry will help yoa 
*• I Fight man-ful-ly on - ward, Dark passions sub - due, Look ev - er to Je - sua, 
a 5 Shun e - Til oom-pan -ions, Bad language dis - dain, God's name hold in rey'rence, 
*• (Be thot-fuland earn-est, Kind-heart-ed and true, Look er -er to Je - sua. 



m f To him that o'er-com -eth, God giy - eth a crown. Thro' faith we shall con-qner, 
°*lHe who is our Say-four, Our strength willre-new. Look 




ey-er to Je-sue, 





Some eth -er to win; 
Her take it in Tain; 
Tho 9 of •ten oast down; 



Hell car*ryyon thro'. 

He'll car -ry you thro'. Ask the Sav-tour to help yon, 

He'll car -ry you thro,' 



Comfort, strengthened keep you; He is wfll-ing to aid yon. He wfll car -ry you thro'. 



No. 180. Thy Spirit's Gall. 

Mn. P. W. Arbotost. cw " w i;V)S^lV M ^w CU "" ,W "" Rev. P. W. Arboftast. 




2 






1. Lord, to Thee I'm com - tag now, t am sin - ful, weak and blind; 

2. Lamb of God, who died for me, Set me free from ev - 'ry sin; 
8. I am trust -tag Thee this hour; Lead me on o'er hill and Tale; 





/r* 



W J: M 



Fine. 



•at- 



While in hnm - We faith I bow, Hay I free sal - va - tion find. 
I will Thine for - ev - er be; Come, and make me pare with - in. 
StQl * ap - ply Thy cleans-ing pow'r, And I nev - er - more shall fail. 




r r fi B ^=1 



£3 



D.8.— irMtelfcyflpfr-Wa catt J fteed, 2V> Tfcy glo - ry He will lead. 

CH0R08 - b k .... D.8. 




Lord, I take Thee for my all; Trust-tag Thee, I can- not fall; 



mHrttt 




No. 181. 

W. E. Witter. 



Gome, Sinner, Gome! 

COPYRIGHT, 1879, BY H. R. PAIMER. 



H. R. Palmer. 

CSZI FINB • 



pr^u ; j / ij; a mj ■■ ij. jm" ' 



1 / While Je - sus whispers to yon, Come, sin-ner, cornel "I I v "" 

\ WfiTle we are pray-ing for you, [Omit. . . . .]/ Come, sin-ner, cornel 




Now is the time to own Him, Come,sin-ner, cornel Now is the time to know Him, 




2. Are you too heavy-laden? 

Come, sinner, come! 
Jesus will bear your burden, 

Come, sinner, come! 
Jesus will not deceive you, 

Come, sinner, cornel 
?esus can now redeem you, 

Come, sinner, cornel 



3. Oh, hear His tender pleading, 

Come, sinner, come! 
Come, and receive the blessing, 

Come, sinner, come! 
While Jesua whispers to you, 

Come, sinner, come! 
While we are praying for you, 

Come, sinner, come! 



No. 182. 



M. H. C 



Jesus Is Able To Save. 



COPYRIOHT, 1914, BY M. HOMER CUMMINQS. 

Rev. M. Homer Cummlngs. 




1. Hear the glad ti-dings of won-der-ful joy, Je-sus is a-ble to save; 



2. Shout, all ye peo-ple, ye na-tions, proclaim, Je-sos is a-ble to save; 

3. Come to the oav-ior, sin-ner, to-day, Je-sus is a-ble to save; 

4. Why do yon wan-der, why do you roam? Je-sus is a-ble to save; 




Suf-fered and died ev-'ry sin to de-stroy, Je-sus is a-ble to 

Par-don, deliv 'ranee thro' faith in His name, Je-sus is a-ble to 

List to His pleading, the. mes-sage o - bey, Je-sus is a-ble to 

God is nowwait-ing to welcome you home, Je-sus is a-ble to 



j3j=£J i:_ t- |J S=£q 
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save, 
save, 
save, 
save. 






m 



Chorus. 



a* f f f U4iU-N t j torn 



Je-sus is a - ble to save them Who come to God by Him, 





No. 183. Alas! and Did My Savior Bleed? 

Isaac Watts. , Hugh Wilson. 

1. A - las! and did my Sav - ior bleed? And did my Sov'reign die? 

2. Was it 'for crimes that I have done, He groaned up -on the tree? 

3. Well might the sun in dark-ness hide, And shut His glo - ries in, 

4. But drops of grief can ne'er re - pay The debt of love I owe: 

^-jjp t ir~i J if ~CEiP C if*. 1 




Alas! and Did My Savior Bleed? 





Would He de - vote that sa - cred head For such a worm as I? 
A - maz -ing pit - yl grace un-known! And love be - yond de - gree! 
When Christ, the might-y Ma - ker, died, For man, the . creature's sin. 
Here, Lord, I give my -self a -way,— 'Tis all that I can do. 

» m — r-£ • — r& P — r>5 # — r^- 



I 



t 
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No. 184. What Will You Do With Jesus? 



COPYRIGHT, 1914, BY M. HOMER CUMM1NQS. 



Anon. 



Rev. M. Homer Cummlngs. 



( 



1. Je - sus is standing m Pilate's hall, Friendless, 



j'/j' hj »^ 



r 




forsaken, betrayed by all; 

2. Je - sus is standing on tri - al still, You can be false to Him if you will; 

3. Will you evade Him as Pi-late tried? Or will you choose Him ,whate'er betide? 

4. Will you your eru-ci-fled Lord de-ny, Or will you acorn from His foes to fly, 

5. Je - sus, I give Thee my heart to-day, Glad-ly I iol-low Thee all the way, 




Hearken ! what meaneth this sud-den call? 1 'What will you do with Je - sus?" 

Tou can be faith-ful thro' good or ill, What will you do with Je - sus? 

Vain - ly you struggle from Him to hide: What will you do with Je - sus? 

Dar-'Shg for Je - sus to live and die? What will you do with Je - sus? 

Till I am safe in that home for aye: This will I do with Je - sus! 







What will you do with Je - sua? Neu-tral you can - not be; 

1)^/ ^f^ . ,# . f /r. . 



p - T > l > 



•tfr-ft 




Some day your heart will be ask - ing: What will He do 






£ 



ay your neart ww 

HJJL 



v=a 




/*s 



^BS=P 




No. 185. 

J. M.S. 



Only Trust Him. 



TiijJ l MJJ l " 1,11 HI N*JII, \g \ 



1. Com* e?-'ry tool by tin oppcess'd, Han't nmrcy with the Lord/And He will surely gift you reic By 

2. For Je- tut th^Hfapteaont Mood, Kchh^ 

3. Yes, Jo - mi is the Troth, tho Way, That leads you in-to rest; Be • Hero far Him wKh-ort de-lay, Aad 

4. Gone, then, and join this bo- ly band, And on to gio-ry go r To dwell in that ee-leo-tial land, When 




tf'iJJJU. I 1 f , n JU.iJjljJ'i JJU.II 



trotting in Hit word. 
watVet white at enow, 
yon are hi -ly bleat, 
joyo inwnor-tal flow. 



white at enow. I On - ly trait Him, on • ry tenet Him, Oo-ty trott Him now; I 
yon are hi- ly bleat. I He wiDaaTe yon v HewiDeiteywa t flewB..« I etfeyon 



No. 186. 

PMMpOoMrMt*. 



rmffr npt I) i r r e fil l rim 



Happy Day. 



U"ijjjij.^jju. 

I fO hap-py day that fixed my choic 



B. F. SHtfibnaft. 




f hap-py day that fixed my choice On Thee, my 8a?-ior and my God! I 
\ Well may tins glowing heart re- joice, And tefl Ha rap-tores all e-broad. I Hap-py day, hap-py day, 
* 10 hap - py bond, that sea*) my tows To Him who mar - its all my lore] I 

i Let cheerful an-tbems fill Hie house, While to that eacredshrtae I more. / Hap-py day, hap-py day, 



i wf HiSf f i i'- ti^E 



^h^Mly 






3 'Tit doMthh great tranaactfcm'i 




f f toff fir pr ^i 4 



No. 187. 

W«. p. Mackay. 



Revive Us Again. 



I am my Lord'a, and He in 
He drew me, and I followed on, 
Charmed to eoafenithe Toieedmat. 

Nov net, my long-drfided heartf 

^Kfjig) gl j%fj frkSm YiJamsafnal Janslltvsfc ojtasantoy 

Nor ever from thy Lord depart, 
With" 



J. J. 



VJJJiJJJ'UJJiJLrilllill Mi I Ml I 



1. We praise Thee, God! For the 8on of Thy lore, For Je • sue who died And is now gone a - dots. 

2. We praise Thee, God! For Thy Spir - it of light, Who has shown us our 8aTior,And scattered onr night. 

3. All gk> - ry and praise To the Lamb that was slain, Who bat borne all our sins And hat cleansed er'ry eteln. 

4. Be - ?hre us a - gain; FBI each heart with Thy love; May each soul be re-kindled With fire from a-bovt. 

4k. 




Hal - le - to • jahl Thine the glo • ry, Hal-le-m- Jahl A - men! Re - fire us a - gain. 



No. 188. 

Jame* NfcholMe. 



Whiter Than Snow. 



Win, Q, Fsschar. 



^ij i |H i J:JJUiJ i J i J i JJ l ijJJJ i M ife 



t flMdif.M.1 long tobe per-fecHy whole; I g^ ^ „., , . ^ ^ ^ ^ 
1 1 want Thee I or - ev • er to fire n my tool; I * • * 

*-^£ir^ k ^ fc ~ T ^2r!!ii tfc, fi?i I **• npmy**.andwhafr«f-ar I know; 
I And help me to make a com-plete me-ri - nee; I ■* ^ * • 



mntr i r f f i i 1 - ftWjjyti£i 





Pink Cboros.. 



SPlilll 



J l ijM'31 1 



Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. Whiter than snow.yes, whiter than snow; Now wath me,and 
D. S— I shall be whiter than snow. 



itfttffff i fffirf i ffnf f i r f fb 



3 Lord Jens, for this I most humbly entreat, 
I wait, blessed Lord, at Thy crucified feet, 
by faith, for my deansingJt see Thy blood flow, 
i ( and I shaine 



New wash me, 

No. 189. 

F. A. 5. 



4 Lord Jesus, Thou seest I patiently wait; 

Come now, and within me a new heart estate; 
To those who have sought Thee,Tho« never saafstas; 

Now wash me, and I shall be 



whiter than snow 

Make Me White as Snow. 

, itM. «y t. e. rawu., worn mo mumo. . Pnuik A. 



• f Lead me, my Sav-lor, lead me, To the fountain's crystal flow; » * a ■*•. 



Wash me, my Sav-ior, wash me,- 
0.8. —Wash me, my Sav-ior, wash ma, 




2 Guide me,0 my 8avk>r, guide me, 
For I know not where to go; 
Guide me to the crystal fountain, 
Make me whits as snow. 



3 Teach me,0 my Savior, teach me, 
More Thy love to others show; 
Teach me how to better serve Thee 
Make me white at 



4 Keep me, my Savior, keep 
From temptation here below; 
Keep me, my 8arior, keep 
Keep me whJts u 



No. 190. 



The Old 



Religion. 



B.Q.E. Ait. 



|tfA'.tjjij jjij/l 1 1 J BJ j. I IH f'^I IJ jjug jgi 



CHO— Tie the oU wbm re-Brioa. Tit the old tine ro-hrfea.'Tlt the oM time re-ng4oa. And It's 
1. It was good for oar aetlieri.lt waa good for oar awtborajt was good for ear anthers, lad aVs 




3 Makes me love everybody. 

3 It has saved ou fathers. 

4 It was good for the Prophet DanieL 

• UwwaaodfortswBstosw "" 



U'Uniiipi'TPn"!'!'!! 1 |ii 



6 It was tried in the fiery furnace. 

7 It was good for Paul and SOas. 

8 It wQl do when I am dying. 

9 II will take as all to htavta. 



No. 191. 



Ny Jesus, I Love Thee. 

(GOBDON. 111.) 




1. My Je - sub, I lore Thee, I know Thou art mine; For Thee all the 

2. 1 lore Thee be - cause Thou hast first lor - ed me. And pur-chased my 

8. I'll lore Thee in life, 1 will love Thee in death, And praise Thee at 

4. In man - sions of glo - ry and end - less de - light, I'll ey - er a- 




^ i j, i i ,i j j ri ip 



- lies oi sin I re - sign; My gra - cions Re - deem - er, my 
par - don on Cal - va - ry'g tree; I love Thee for wear - ing the 



long as Thon lend - est me breath, And say when the death - dew lies 
dore Thee in hear - en so bright; I'll sing with the glit - ter - ing 




Say-ionrart Thou; If 
thorns on Thy brow; If 
cold on my brow: "If 
crown on my brow: "If 



ey - er 

ey - er 

ey - er 

ey - er 



I 
I 
I 
I 



loyed Thee, My Je - sns, 'tis now. 

loyed Thee, My Je - sua, 'tis now. 

leyed Thee, My Je - sns, 'tis now." 

loved Thee, My Je - sns, 'tis now. 

"" " K ! 




No. 192. 



P. P. B. 



Almost Persuaded* 



COPYMOHT, ItOt, BY THE JOHN CHURCH 00. 

u»eo by KfunaawN. 



P.P. Blum. 



1. "Al - most per-snad 



now 



be - HeVe; 



2. "Al - most per-suad - ed," come, come to - day; 
"Al - most per-snad - ed," har - vest is pi 



"Al-most per-snad -ed" 
"Al-most per-snad - ed," 
"Al-most per-snad • ed," 




; J J i j'iiJ. J i \ i J J: rJ; i=M 



Christ to re - ceive; Seems now some soul to say, "Go, Spir - it, 
turn not a • way; Je - sns in- vites yon here; An • gels are 
doom comes at last; "Al - most" can - not a - vail; "Al - most" is 







go Thy way, Some more con -yen -lent day On Thee I'll call." 
fin -g'ring near; Fray'rs rise from hearts so dear; wan-d'rer cornel 
bnt to fail; Bad, sad. that bit - ter wail: "Al - most-bat lost" 




Al - most— DOS 




No. 193. 

W. eowper. 



Wash Me in the Blood. 



^ ;i«r. avi. o. 
***** Twe ' ObOBUS 



*m^ \ j i i Ji#iP 




Th«rti< a foonUin filled with Uoodjtnwa from Inaanvel's vaina, i Savior wash ne in the MoodJ 

Andsumers.plattg'd beneath that flood. Lot* nil tteirtutttj ■taint. I siftar.waik m latfcthiMd.ii tat M«i, tat M«t trtbtlaaa. 



wf i f : if : ;ifff c i f'ffTiF:iC[ i ';OT tffl^ 

- . rr*- — . .■> . 1 2 v ■> , . ■ i 



gr 3:91 



a 



4Z 



note the Wood. Oh. And I shall be whiter than the new. 



me in the blood, Oh, 

fit lh«bloo4.iatfc«Moo4.tfeUoo4«ft»«l4ab.O*. 

■ mm^'-mm. -m\. 

^ — 1 ^ - «•*->• 




No. 194. 

W. Cowper 



There is a Fountain. 

Second Tune, 






Lowell Maiea. 



. ( There b a fountain filled with blood, Drawn from Immanuel's veins, 
*•■ ) And sfnnere.ptang'd beneath that flood, Lose aO their 

>.8.And sinners, phmg'd beneath that flood. Lose all 



i | i| i ) p i rif! ii i, r[f i [Tii n i .i iri /f 

Flu* ^ K , f~** , D. C. 




hflfrw.jtyjjj 



gnflty stains; Lose all their guilty sUlas, Lose aH tliefr guilty stains; 
guilty stains; 



\, r tyi H f *(?> r . r^ feb 



2 itadyfagttterejoicidtoMe 
That fountain in bis day; 

And there may I, too' vile at he. 
Wash all my sins away. 

3 Thou dying Lamb, Tlry p ro dou s 
Shall never lose Ha power, [biood 
Till all tbjB-ranaomed Church of God 
Be saved, to sin no more 

4 E'er since by faith 1 saw the 

Thy flowing wounds supply [stream 
Itedeemmgiove has bees my theme, 
And shall be tID I die. 

5 Then ma nobler, sweeter soag, 
IH sing Thy power to save, 
When this poor hsping, stanuBetmg 
Lies silent in the grave, [toague 



No. 195. 



Glorious Fountain. 



W. Cowper. 




Third Tune. 



T.C.PKawe. 



jH q JUHJi^'iljj j jmJf l 



• (There is a fonnt-ain filled withbleod, filled with blood, filled with blood. There is a fountain filled with bleed. Ortwe 
* ■ And sinaeisjtafdbeiMatt that ft»d\bM sinners plangM beneath that flood .lose 



'^tltWt \ \l,[ \ [[[ ^M 



Chobcs. 



fren) lananeTs veins; i 
ell their guilty stains, I 



h^'Wl^flfljjjHffi l J'JIiifl l jJ l 




Oh, tlorioes fennteittl Here wfll I stay. 



And in thee ev - er Wash my sins e* way. 



ffifwi'irrfoif opriii'ifriri'ii 



i 



No. 196. 

C. M.O. 



Calling the Prodigal. 



t O M W UH T. IMS, BV t. Ok 



Chaa. H. Oabrtef. 




2PatJent, 



Oil 



loving, and tenderly atiO tlM Fatter pleado, 
hoar Hta eattng, caffing now for thee; 

nfefli the 8pfait ia mercy intercedes. 
Beer mbifevmg Teiee eaUing etui. 



3 Coew.tWi'ikrtdkthehoiieeofthyFetber.iiidtoepeje, 
Heir, beer Him calling, calling bow for thee; 
Lo! the table b spread and the feaet is wattisg there. 
Hear Hie loving voice calfiag stilt 



No>197. 



Rev. JL B. Atdrtatoa. 



Let Him In. 



UN, BV I. O. IMILU MMWAl. 



B. 0. Catcall 



ri [jjS pjj-j 



1. 



j There's a 8tran-ger at the door. 



iHe haa been 



i-«r 
there 



Let 



Him in; 



oft be -fore, [Omit J Let 



Him m; 



J- 



N i iiiifrii|/» i ^f^ 'ii ifi iiM fi' ii i i 

D. S.-Let Him in. 





i Jf i JU, j»fUiijif:fc i J J JJ i^a 



Lei ami in, ere He b gone, Let Him in, the Ho - ly One, Je-sns Christ, the Father's Son, 



ffffif i fl^f irrriffrrr 1 h 



t One* now t» Km your heart, 
I* atom; 
Sjoja fan Ho will depart, 

I* ammo; 
Let Hfai to, lo ia yonr Friend, 
He jojar mi will euro defend, 
yon to the end, 
Lot Beta. 



3 Hear yon now Hie loving voice? 

Lot Him m; 
How,oh,now make Hfan yonr choice, 

Let Him in; 
He b standng at 
Joy to yon He wal reetoro. 
And IBs name yon wB adore, 

Let Him in. 



4 Now admit the heavenly Onoet, 

Let Him ia; 
He v/ffl make for yon a feaet, 

Let Him m; 
He win apeak yew ems forgiven. 



He vml take yon 
LetHJmm. 



No. 198. Glory to His Name. 

Rev. E. A. Hoffmaa. R,v. j. h. Stockton 

. I Down at the crow whan my 8arior diedTDown where lor deaning from an I cried, 1 
* \ There to my heart wit the blood applied; /Glory to Hie 

2 II am to won4roiis4y saved from sin, Je •nn sweet -ly a-bidee with-ta, I 
' I There at the croee where He took me in; / Glory to Hi i 

).C— There to my heart wat the blood applied, , K K mSm f Glory to Hit 



|i i[f;f r iinrii nrrfirii m i, i 



Be 




ClOnOS. __ , .. . 

j,JOHjj'iJ.. r Jji/.' 



o.c. 



3S3ifl 



GIo - ry to Hie name. Glo-ryto His n ame? 

H i f /flc i H ia 



s 



3 Oh, predoos fountain that sates bom sm, 
I am eo glad I hare entered m; 

There Jem save* me and keepe me dean; 
Glory to His name. 

4 Come to this fountain so rich and sweet; 
Cast thy poor son! at the Savior's feet; 
Phage in to-day, and be made < "^ 

Glory to His name. 



No. 199. 

Wot. McDoaaM. 




h^M^ 



Under the Gross. 

COPVMMT. MM. BY I, O. KMIU 

n • M&- 



E. O. ErteJL. 






, 1 1 am corn-tag to the cross; I am poor, and weak and bond;' 
Ml 



am counting all but dross; I shall 



{ fnO ssJ-va-tion find. JkM»4rfmi 
fit * 




1 piiMii \ lii\iMlf m 



Under the cross I lay my sins, Under the cross, my cry; cross IH die. 



tttolW'F I [[p[f =gSil 



No. 200. Blessed Be the Name. 

Charles Wealey, Alt. 



2 Long my 'heart has sighed for Thee 
Long has evil reign'd within; 
Jems sweetly speaks to me, 
"I will cleanse yon from sJI sin.*' 

3 Here I give my all to Thee, 
Friends,and time,and earthly store, 
8oul and body Thine to be, 
Wholly Thine fc 




H«r. by 4. M. lint. 

ir*-^ r-2— r 1 



jH^WMll^ i tfl-l:,I J;J l i:' l 



! JO for a thon-sand tongues to sing, Bless-ed be the-nameot the Lord! 
M The glo-ries of my God and King! Bless od be the name 
o I Je - snslthe name that charms onr fears, Blew ad be the name of the Lord! 
■ I *Hs mu • sic in the sin - ner's ears. Blessed be the name 



(of the Loral 
}of the LordI 



r r f* e i c e 



Fm 



t=* 



^^ 



kd 



W 



w$m 




JF* 



^JTtTiP 



8: 3 3 



rrt 



sip 



JjEst 



mB 



£3 



•s 



#-n 



^T 



be the name, bless-ed be the name, B le s s sd be the name of the LordI of the Lord! 



f ft r> r 

PPPi 
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m 



sp 
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3 H« braka tfc. pow'r of cuceM on, BletMd tx ate, 14 I newt ttoUl frugal Hurt toy, Plitjii be etc. 
Hi) Mood c«a make Uwtailatt dean, BfeeMd be etc, | When )«■ wiebed my ehe iwej, HUmif be ete, 



No. 201. Jesus,Lover of My Soul. 

WMtey. 




anrtaa Weatoy. Firdfitm. J. P. 

j , .j i j.M J' i j jji j ; iJ' f ^i i j jf pj 



1. Je - km, Lot - er of my soul, Let mt to Thy bo - torn fly, While the 

2. Oth - er ref • age hart I mm; Haaga ny aetpfaai tool oa Thee; Leo?*, ok, faate me not a- 

3. Thou, Christ, art all 1 want; Mora than al fa Thee I fad; Bate the hi • lea, 

4. Plenteous grace with Thee fa foaad, Grace to eo? • er afl ay afa; Let the hail • tog 

- •. «. f f . 



ijgfith J i l l 1 [Pi\i l^ 

roll, While the tern -peat ttffl fa high. Hide no, O, toy Savior Ufc, TBI the 

lone. Still eap • port and corn-fort me. AH my tram oa That hi stayed, Al my 

faint, Heal the sick, and lead the bfind. Jam tad ho - ty a> lay aame, I aaa 

bonsd; Make end keep me pare witb-m. Thoa of fin the foaaaab art, tYse-rg 



Wlr'f f\ \ t-tUtft[f f ' f i f" ff 



etorm of fife fa peat; Safe hi • to the ha • Tea guide, O re • ©eke my teal at bet) , 
hab from Thee I brine; Co* •« my de- feme- feet bead With the shad •owof Thywmg. 




lab from Thee I bring; Coy -er my de-fonae- feet bead With the shad •owof Thy 

all tm-right-eous-nett; V3e and full of tin I em, Thoa are fal of truth and graeo. 

let me take of Thee; 8pring Thoa ap with - fa my heart. Bite to all e « ter • el - ty. 
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Jesus, Lover of My Soul. 



No. 202. 




Van 



S. B. Jrltama. 
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• f Je-oai,Lov*r ofmyaoal. Let me to Thy bo-asm "ny, '• I Hide me, 0, my Savior hide,! 
* I Wbife the nearer waters rc^ White the tempertttffl fa ITS the storm of fife fa paatsl 



D.C.— 8sJeh>tothe ha-vea guide, re-eehre my eool at fasti 




No. 203. 



Thomas Moore. 



Gome, Ye Disconsolate. 



1. Come, ye Jit-con j so -fate, wner-e'er yon lM«gnfah;Cometo the mer -> ey eeat, for- 



JjjjijH 



seat, fsraafrry kaoef; 

2, Joy of the com* fort •less, fight of the stray • tag, Hope of the pea - i - tent, fade-fast sad pare; 

3. Here see the Bread of Life, eee wa-tert flow -tag Forth from the thit>M of Qod, pore from a-bort; 



fli'urWf.fOTp^gfq 



Hera brfagyoorwoimdedbearti ben teu toot angmtQ; Earth bat no sor-row that heav*a rin Mt heal. 

Here speaks the Com-fort-er, ten- dor -ry say - tag, "Earth has m oar-row that heaVa cm Mt eaam.f* 

Come to the feast of lore, coma, at • er know • fag Earth has m eor-row bat heiVn oai re moan* 
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No. 204. 

L. H. 



I Am Coming, Lord. 



1- M. R«v. L. Hirtimli 

LII»eerTltfweloiajovoice.TlJe^eMj<«c>Te^ 
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I an eoahiff. Lord, Coa-iof oow to Tk««: Wash m^Imiim •• In ttebleo4Tk«kl0««4M Cd-m-ir. 
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2 Too' coming weak and file 
Thou doit my strength aamre; 
Thou dott my rileneai fuDy 



No. 205. 

Cmarlotta ElOott. 



To perfect faith sad wte, 

To perfect nope,and poaca,and tram 

For earth and heaVn above. 

Just As I Am. 



4 Aad Ha 

To loyal bearia 

Thntev*ry 

Tethoeewhoaeeraadde. 



1. Jut as I ami with - oat one plea, Bat that Thy blood waiahedfc 




plea, But that Thy blood waa abed for me, Aad that 

2. Joat aa I ami aad wait - ing not To rid my eoplof one dark Hot, To Thee, whom 

3. Jut aa I ami tho' toee'd a-bont With many a conflict many a doubt, Fighting aad 
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>fe* 



come to Thee, O Lamb of God! I come! I come! Tea, aD I aaad m Thee to And, 

dauMMdi snot. O Lamb of GodI I cornel I come! Limb of God. I cornel I come! 



deaom each epot, Lamb of God! I come! I come! 
in, with- out, O Lamb of God! I come! I come! 



hv' r/f i Fff f"w 



6 Joat aa I am— then wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, p a r don, cleenae 
Becanae thy promiee I befiere, 
Lamb of God, I come! I cornel 



No. 206. 

Mis. It. M. Hall. 



Jesus Paid It All. 



JocuiT. Qrapn. 



Lf,.V) nhti hj j i j, jjji i hi \ hti j i j ^m sm 

1 IhevmeMorw/'TtoetnittjamM 
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peid tt all. All to Hla I owe; On had left a 
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2 Lord, now indeed I find 
Thy power, and Thine alone, 
Can change the leper*! apota, 
Aad malt the heart of atone. 
SS— 13 



3 For nothing good hate I 
Whereby Thy grace to clafan— 
IH waeh my gr TF— M* white 
In the blood of Carrie Lamb. 



4 Aj»d when, before the throae, 
I atand m Bhn complete 
"Jema died my aonl to aaft," 
My hpe ahaB atSD repeat. 



No. 207. Will You be Saved by the Blood* 

B.O, B*~ «MNHr l IW k iri.|lMBk MMH. B. O. 

j^_, . , i-tt* — r*i 




3 a— er, bow this Hearing claim, 
WB you be trad by the blood? 
Tiro' the dear Bedeo mcr 'i name, 
WB you be saved by tba blood? 
CUn Him as your neviss* 
He obamvs forever. . 

No- 208. 

Win. McDonald 



3 Ha can wash yon white aa enow, 
WB you be aeved by tba blood? 
Aad the witneoi yon may know, 
WB yen be sated by the Mood* 
Too can know the hew 



Chri st did drink that cap for oB, 
WB you be eared by the blood? 
Don't reject the Spirit's eel, 
WB yen be saved by the blood? 
Grace ■ aO abounding, 



I am Trusting, Lord, in Thee. 

w. a 



IN** 






teea^totheeios^ Ian poor, tniwee^ 
-I am trusting, Lord, in Thea;BiestLenibol Galvary;Humb^atTlrycie«Ibow,8(ve oie,Jesus^avamenow. 
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2 Long my heart 
Long has evil 



*• 



No. 209- 



W. A. O. 



righedforTbeejSHerelgiTemyantoTbee, 14 In the promkes I trust 

"within; Frieods^aodtiiiM^aadaartb^y store;) Now 1 feel the blood applied; 

tome,— I 8oulandbocr/ Thine to be, I am prostrate in the dm* 

youtromaflamV"| TOolryTbmetmoimomvi | I with Christ am/ " 

Look and 




) 



tw •va.o. 



I 



▼*/» A» l^gnmnii 



* 



fteft 
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i? The message un • to * yon * FD gfies ' 

I It is on-Ty that you "look and lve> 

■uw ■■Kv inn vi ww, ou • 10 - in • hdI A *■ message* my friend, for yon; 

moo-sage from a* bore, Hal- le-m-Jahl Je • sus said it, and I know 'tis true. 



* i i r i r ' : [j jur fit r r r i r i f; i 

.C— 'Tie re- cord -ed b His word, Hal -Is- lu-jahl It b on • ly that you "look and five." 




,h i "n j i ' :.. ^ ' i '^ | j'-^" 



mb aatinvag ema-tr. lit*. "Lmk aai Ut*." 



"Look and five'* my broth-er, live, live, ' tire, Look to Je- sua now and five, 

"leak aa4lto,"az ema-tr. lira. "Uoi tat Un. 1 



ft life is offered unto you, HaOalujahl. 
Eternal file thy soul shall have; 
Dyou'B onry look to Him, HaBelujahl 
Look to Jesus who alone can save. 



4 I wB teD you bow I came, HaDehrjahl 
To Jesus whan He made me whole: 

v fvwbeh>vmgonHniumie,Ha]amQW 
I treated and He saved my souL 



No. 210. 



Softly and Tenderly. 



BY PER. WU U THOMPSON* CO., E. LIVERPOOL, O., AND THE THOMPtON ttUtJOCO., OHICASO,a4» 
W. L. T. WOL L. Thompso*. 

* n h M 




1. Soft -brand ten-der-ly J ©-bus is call-fag, Call-tag for you and for me; 

2. Why should we tarry when Je-sus is plead-ing, Plead-ing for you and for me? 

3. Time is now fleeting, the moments are pass-ing, Pass-ing from yon and from me; 

4. Think of the won-der-ful love He has promised, Promised for you and for me; 





At the heart's por-tal He's waiting and watching. Watching for you and for me. 
Why should we lin-ger and heed not His mercies, Mer-cies for you and for me? 
Shadows are gath'ring,and death's night is coming, Com-ing for yon and for me. 
Tho* we have sinn'd, He has mer-cy and par-don, Par-don for you and for me. 



CHORUS. 



U 





.. Come home, come 

Come home, come home. 



are wewy, come home, 





No. 21 1. Leaning Or the Everlasting Arms. 



Bev. E. A. Hoffman. 



USED BY PERMISSION. 



A. J. Showaltkb, 
IT1- 




1 j What a f el-low-ship, what a joy di-vinejieaning on the ev-er-lastangarms; ) 
( What a hlessednesSfWhat a peace is mine,Leantag on the ev-er-last- ) i 



ingarms. 



n ( Oh,how sweet to walk in this pilgrim way,Leantag on the ev-er-lasttag arms; i 

( Oh,how bright the path grows fron day to day leaning on the everlasfr- J ing arms. 

o j What have I to dread,what have I to f ear,Leaning on the ev-er-lasting arms; > 
* "j I have blessed peace with my Lord so noar t Leaning on the everlast- j fag 
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No. 212. 

C.H.M. 



Let Jesus Gome Into Your Heart. 

«, BY M. L. I 

permmmkmi 



ODPVRNHT, ISM, BY M. L. QHJIOUfL 
USED BY 



irUJJiiJ l Jf iPi 



Mn. C. H.M08BX8. 




t 5 If yon are tired of the load of your sin, Let Je - ana come in - to your heart; 
• II yon de - aire a new life to be - gin, 

o /It tia forpur-i-ty now that yon sigh, Let Je • ana come Id - to yonr heart; 
l Fonntaina for cleansing are flowing near by, 

o J If there's a tem-pest yonr voice can-not still, Let Je - ana come In - to yonr heart; 
. I If there's a yoid this world neT-er can fill, 

4 J If yon would join the glad song of the blest, Let Je - ana come In - to yonr heart; 
1 If yon would en - ter the mansions of rest, 




CH0BU8. 






J 



Let Je-ana come in • to yonr heart Just now yonr donbtings give o'erjnet now t re- 

[LatL] Just now my donbtings are o'er; Jnat now,re- 



/tn 



ject Him no more, Jnst now, throw o-penthe door; Let Je-sus come in-to yonr heart. 
Ject - ing no more; Jnat now, I - pen the door, And Je-sus comes in-to my heart. 

J- ■*• > - - /* _£ 




No. 213. 



G. F. R. 



g^ iii i jU 



Why Do You Walt? 

COPYRIGHT, 1871, BY THE JOHN CHURCH CO. 



Gao. F. Boot. 



1. Why do yon wait, dear broth-er 

2. What do yon hope, dear broth-er, 

3. Do yon not feel, dear broth-er. 

4. Why do yon wait, dear broth-er? 




Oh, why do yon tar -ry so long? 

To gain by a far - ther de - lay? 

His Spir - it now striv - ing with - in? 

The har - vest is pass - ing a - way; 




Your Sav-iour is wait-ing to give yon A place in His sanc-ti - fled throng. 

There's no one to save yon but Je - bus, There's no oth - er way but His way. 

Oh, why not ac - cept His sal - va • tion, And throw off yonr bur-den of sin? 

Tour Sa?-iour is long -ing to bless you; There's dan-ger and death in de - lay. 





^ftomtHtrong? 



No. 214. 



faith of Our Fathers! 



Frederick W. Faber. 



H. F. Hemy, adpt 




1. Faith of our fa -there! liv - ing still In spite of dun-geon, fire and sword: 

2. Our fathers, chained in pris- ons dark, Were still in heart and conscience free; 

3. Faith of our fa- there, God's great pow'r Shall soon all nations win for thee; 

4. Faith of our fa - there, we will love Both friend and foe in all our strife, 



ftt\t f i £ 




m 
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how our hearts beat high with joy, Whene'er we hear that glorious word: 
How sweet would be their children's fate If they, like them, could die for thee) 
And thro' the truth that comes from God,Mankind shall then be tru - ly free. 
And preach thee, too, as love knows how, By kind-ly words and virtuous life. 

.f 2 " ' f" .1^"* ,'f"f L f" .i?" ^fo 2 " '^T 




^fffi*i J i J J i *Hjj i i j i j Ji,a 



Faith of our fa -there! ho - ly faith I We will be true to thee till death. 
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No. 215. I Love To Tell The Story. 

KatbcriM Hookty. mnmnnmrnmomorvm. •.*•***. WUHania Fischer. 
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, Of Je 
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1. I lore to tell the sto - ry Of nn • Men things e-bore, Of Je - mm and His glo • ry 

2. I lore to tell the sto - ry; More won-dertol it teems Then all the gold • en fan - ciea 

3. I lore to tell the sto - ry; 'Tie pleas - ant to re - peat What seems, each time I tell it, 

4. I love to tell the sto • ry; For those who know it best Seem hnn-ger • ing and thirst-fog 
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Of Je - sns and His love. I lore 

Of all oar goU-en dreams. I lore 

More won - der - ml - ly sweet. I lore 



to tell the sto • ry, 
to tell the sto - ry, 
to tell the sto-ry, 



To hear it like the rest. And when, in scenes of glo - ry, 
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Be - cause I know 'tis true; 
It did so orach for me; 
For some bare ner - er heard 
I sing the new, new song, 



I 



TT 
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i Chords. k 
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It sat - is - fies my long • ings as noth - ing else would do. 

And that is jnst the rea-son I tell it now to thee. 

The mes-sage of sal-Ta-tiop From God's own ho-ry word. 

'TwiO be the old, old sto • ry That I havelov'dso long. 



I love to tell the sto-ry, 




'Twill be my theme in glo • ry, To tefl the old, old sto - ry Of Je - sns and His love. 
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No. 216. Even Me, Even Me. 

Mrs. Elizabeth Codaer. 




m 



Wsn. B. Bradbury. 



i 
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Lord, I hear ofshow'rs of bless -ing 
Pass me not, God, my Fa-ther 
Pass me not, gra - dons Say - ior. 
Lots of God, so pure and change-less, 



■& 
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Thonartscatt'ringmll and free; Show'rs, the thirst-y land re- 
Sin - fol tho' my heart may be; Thon mightst leave me, bat the 
Let me live and cling to Thee; I am long- ing for Thy 
Blood of Christ, so rich and free; Grace of God, so strong and 

a; # 1 
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fresh-ing; Let some drops now faU on me; 
rath • er; Let Thy mer - cy light on me; 
fs-vor; Whilst Thou'rt caffing, call me; 
boimdless Mag - ni - fy them all in me; 



32 



f 



9 9 m O 

E • ?en me, e • Ten me, Let some drops now faU on me. 

E- von me, e-renme, Let Thy mer -cy fight on me. 

*E-renme, e - ren me, Whilst Thou'rt caffing,0 call me. 

E-renme, e-renme, Mag-.ni-fy them afl in me. 
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No. 217. Since I Have Been Redeemed. 
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a O. Excel L, 
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L I nave a song I lore to smg,SmceIhaTebeenre-d>emed,Of my Re-deem-er, Bar - to, King, 

2. I have * Chrirt that i»t-b-fl«s,aiic« I h«Te bean re-deemed, To do Ha will my Ugh - tit prist, 

3. I have a wit-nwwhrightaDddear > 8mce I haw been re -deemed, Dts-peHing ev - 'ry donbt-and fear, 
4.1 hate a heme pre-pared for me, Sukm I have been re -deemed, Where I shall dwell e- tar- nal-ly, 



wf i ffff fffN N^ 
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Chords. 
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• ••••••••••• have been re -deemed, 



Cjssinon* socs # • 



awoe I awe 



A 
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8mce I have been redeemed, 



mod, I will glo -ry in His 



ffifrrrfifn 



; I will glo - ry hi my Sav-iort name, 
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INo. 218. There is Glory in My Soul. 

Once Wctner Dnvto. wm ^*^^Lr^L MMmL ' Clan*, a OaMft 
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1. Knee I lost my sins, and I found my 8av-ior, There is gto-ry in mysoull Since by faith I 

2. BhiceHeelssiised my beaTt, gave ine sight tobu^^ gio-ry in mysonl! Since He touched ann 

3. SiiH»with God IVewalk^.haTingeweetcoinjDunioii, There is gio-ry in my sonll Brighter growseaca 
i. Since I entered Ca-naan on mywaytoheav'n,Therei»- gio-ry in mysonllSinco the day my 




flo-ry mmysonl!Er , rydaybr%htergirows,AndIcoijqnera^ 1n my sent! 

rtoavsMi 
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No. 219. 



My Happy Home. 

MPVWQMTf W*i BY ■• ©• DICU1. 
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E. O. Excell 
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1. Je « ru • sa - lem, my hap-py home, Ob, how I long for Thee! When wQl my Mr-rows have an end? 

2. Thy walk are all of pre-ciouf stone Most glo-rious to he - hold Thy gates are rich-Iy set with pearl, 

3. Thy gardens and thy pleasant streams My study long have been— Such sparkling gems by bu-man sight . 

4. Reach down,reach down thine arms of grace And cause me to ascend Where congregations ne'er break op 
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Caoans. 



. u aw vtbubi'b. 
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I will meet yon in the cit-y of the New Je - ru - sa • lem, 



Thy joys, when shall I see? 
Thy streets are paved with gold. 
Have nev-er yet been seen. 
Andprais-es nev-er end. 
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I amwash'd fa the blood of the Lamb;. 

ia the blood «f th« Umb; 
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I am wash'd in the Wood of the Lamb. 



No. 220. 

5. Fillmore Bennett. 

* 



Sweet By-and-By. 



■v pcmwaioN. 



Jos. P. Webster. 



m W 1 1 j n\<t*& 



r / ^ l }\ 



j. jl ^ j' I 



S 



5 



w 



=+— • #-8- 



1. There's a land that is fair-er than day, And by faith we can see it a - far; For the Fa-ther waits 

2. We thai] sing on that beao-ti-fnl shore The me - lo - di - ous songs of the blest, And our spir-its shall 



3. To our bona - ti - fnl Fa - ther a - bove, We will of - fer our trib - ute of praise, For the glo - ri - ous 
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Chorus. 
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o * ver the my, To pie - pare us * dwelling place 1 there. 

•or -row no more. Net »ngh lor the bleea-ing of rest. In the tweet by-and-bT, • WeahaB 

gift of Hit lore, And the Meesing* that hallow onrd»ys. utaamtih J} I by-md-hr. 
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No. 221. 

E. B. Hewitt 



To Galvary I Will Go. 



i«w, *t urn i. 
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1. Down it • to the tam-tam I wooid deep-or go; Down ■ - to the tarn -tain, mak-ing white m 

2. Down in • to the tarn -tain, deep-er, deep-«r abH, TiD the grace of Jo - mi til my be - fag; 

3. Pmnh'to the fotm~tamflow-ing from the cross, Let the inigbt-y car -rats sweep a -way nil 



1 iH[trPui,iJ |r r fff f crtti 1 
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Tho' with ems of scar-let, and of trim* eon dyed, I ehell oomo ap spot-lea from the •»▼ • Sag tide. 



Till the Ho-ry 8oir-ttworkithoclttnge<frnne t Ma^ M e»rth-on ?ee 
Er-er there a •b^-ingtbro' Hie wondroa lore, Weeli^ there the 



• eeb"withHbglo- ry 
for thefetet a- 



be 
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Chorus. 
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To Gal-T'ryl will go, The bleet^ Word I know, The predooe blood of Je-evebeaieeth white as anew; 

i- . r-.f- . ttt* . tit*. 
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No. 222. 

Johnson Oatmaa. Jr. 

Sew, and with feeling. 



No, Not One. 



Johnson Oatmaa. Jr. "■• w """' "j "? **» •*•* Ceo. C. Hogg. 

^ gey, and with feeling. a* > >> !:*>:> l>° > Fun, j 



. cThere'snot a friend like the low- ly Je-sos, No, not one! no, not one!' 
'(None else could heal all owsouV db-eai-es, Mo, not one! [Omit . . . ] no, 



not one! 



hrr n I'Ni r rr iff [nr ffri 



D.C. —There's not a friend like tie low • If 7«-f*«, No, net one/ {Omit . . . ] no, not one/ 
Chorus, i t k k i i k k D. C 
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Jo - em knows aD a -boot oar 



He wffl guide tB the day b done; 

*— — • >! i .r g— g: 
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2 Mo friend Gke Him b to high and holy, Mo, etc. 
And yet no friend b so meek and lowly, Mo, etc. 

3 There's not an boor that He b not near ns, Mo, etc. 
Nought so dark but His lore can cheer us, No, etc. 



4 Did em saint nod thb Friend forsake hhnrNo,ete. 
Or sinner find that He would not take Him? No, etc. 

6 Was e'er a gift like the SatiorghroBT No, etc. 
Will He refuse nsa home In heavenf No, etc. 



No. 223. Guide Me, Thoif Great Jehovah. 



William William*. 



FintTuu*. 
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Thomas HanttafS). 
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. i Guide me, Thou gnat Je-ho-vab, Pilgrim thro' this bar-ran land; 1 

1# 1 1 am weak, but Thou art mighty ,Keep me with Thy pow'r-ful hand; j Bread of heaven, Feed ma tffl I 

rO - pen now the crys-tal fountain. Whence the healing wa-tersflow; i 

I Let the fiery, doud-y pfl - lar, Lead me all my journey through: j Strong Deliverer,BeThoustfll my 



2. 
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want no more: Bread of heaven, Feed me till I want no more, 
etrength and shield; Strong Denverer,BcThoustni my strength and shie l d. 
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3 'When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fear* mbakie; 
Bear me thro' the swelling current. 
Land me safe on Canaan's aide: 
8onge of praises 
I will ever give to Thee. 



No. 224. Good News. 

Pint 0r Sieond faac 

1 On the mountain's top appearing, 

Lol the sacred herald stands, 
Welcome news to Son bearing, 
Son, long in hostile lands: 

Moarning captive! 
Gad himself shall looee thy bands. 

2 Hat thy night been long and mournful? 

Have thy friends umatthful proved? 
Have thy foes been proud and scornful, 
By thy sighs and team unmoved? 

Cease thy mourning; 
Bon stfll is well beloved. 

3 God, thy God, win now restore thee; 

He himself appears thy Friend; 
AU thy foes shall flee before thee; 
Hers their boasts and triumphs end: 

Great deliveranoa- 
Son's King wiD sorer/ send. 



No. 225. Hallelujah! 

Ftrtt or S$eond Tun*. 

1 Thou God of my salvation, 

My Redeemer from an sin; 
Moved by Thy divine compassion, 
Who hast died my heart to win, 

I will praise Thee; 
Where shall I Thy praise begin? 

2 Though u ns ee n , I love the Savior; 

He hath brought salvation near; 
Manifests His pardoning favor; 
And when Jesus doth appear, 

Soul and body 
Shall His glorious image bear. 

3 While the angel choirs are crying, 
"Glory to the great I AM," 

I with them will still be vying— 
'Glory! glory to the Lamb!" 
. how precious 
Is the sound of Jesus' name! 
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No. 226. 

Thomas Kelly. 



dark! Ten Thousand. 

Suond Tutu. 



Lowell Manoa. 
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L I Hark! ten-thousand harps and voices 8ound the note of praise above; \ 8ee, He sits on yonder throne, 
* I Je - bus reigns, and heav'n rejoices, Je - sus reigns, the God of awe, t *•» ■•■«• •■ iw4«r okm, 

D.C.-Hal-le-ra-jah, Hal-le-lu - jahl Hal-le-Iu- jah, A 
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Jesus rules the world alone; 
torn* ralM Ito woiU ft-los* 



cuTM- tWw 



2 Jesus, hafll whose ajory brightens, 
AU above, and gives it worm; 
Lord of life, Thy smile i»KgJi*fM, 
Cheers and charms Thy saints on 
earth; 
When wa think of love Urn Thine, 
Losdj we own it lova divine: 



3 King of glory, rdgn forever; 



Thine an everlasting crown; 
Nothing from Thy love shall 

Those whom Thou hast 
Thine own; 
Happy objects of Thy grace, 
Destined to behold Thy faos. 



No, 227. He te Able to Deliver Thee. 

W. A. O. iw i i ,m«t>—, w . ^ 
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IW'by* «Vfn*,Ge to Km far to*. "Oar God b alto to do«wr moo 

_ #. a- ^ .*. £ 3 'Tbtfwgraodaottbemo, letttoti. 
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3 f Tb to grand** theme, lot to* tidmn roB 
To the gqflty bout, to the amraltooj; 
Look to God in fahk. He will make thee tkd, 
"OarGodbabbtoittforthet." 



No. 228. I Never Will Gease to Love Him, 

C. H. O. •hojow, .m^m^o. umu. cito*. H. 




. (He t^r«imeotreMjthforev-*ryday, I wv-orwflloMOBtolovoHin; 

M Ho lea* and grid* me til the way, I [Omit _. ) never vffl 
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to fere Him. 
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I Bor-trfrfll 
I mw-etirin 



T r 

to lore Him, (He's) ny 8av-ior, (Bo't) my 8»t . lor, 

to fetoHmMi") He's done [Oatft ) to mm* for so. 
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3 How 

I never will 
Jo* now I feel 
ItotorwiBoaetotoleteHh* 



day and L~- , 
toloTt Him; 



I 



my journey 

waleeeeete 

totnatbrfcht 

to 



* • 
Him; 
world 1 10| 



No. 229. Love That Wilt Not Let Me Go. 




LO Love that wilt not J* me go, 

S. light oat foHoweatafl my my, 

& Joy that eeek-eet ma thro' pain, 

4. cram that Eft • an op my head, 



I iwt my wea-ry tool m Thee, I give Thai 

I yield my totting torch to Thee; My heart re- 

I can - not ehm my heart to Thee; I trace the 

I data not ask to hide from Theei I lay la 




om that Eft - an op my bead, I data not aak to hide from Theei I lay la 
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I owe, 
its borHcowed ray, 



That la 
That in 
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lame 
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depthsftaflow Mayrica-er raB • at to. 
's glow Ha day May bright-er fair - ar be. 



fam-bow mro'-iherain, And feel the prom-in ia not tarn That mom ahaD taar-lam be. 
em* fife's gle-ry dead, And from the ground than nloaeomend lib that ahall and - km 
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No. 230. Home. 

Tutu Mow. 

1 *MTd pleasure and palaces though are may roam, 
Be it era ao humble, there's no place like home; 
A charm from the ikies seems to hallow us there, 
Which seek thro* the world, is ne'er met with elsewhere. 

Cao.— Home, home, aweet, awaet home, 

Be it arar ao humble, there's no place like home. 

2 I gaze on the moon as I tread the drear wild, 
And feel that my mother now thinks of her child; 
As she looks on that moon from our own cottage door, 
Thro* the woodbine whose fragrance shall cheer me 

no more* 

3 An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain, 
Oh, give me my lowly thatched cottage again, 
The birds singing gaily, that came at my call; 
Oh, give me that peace of mind dearer than afl. 



No. 231. Heaven. 

Tune below. 

1 'Mid scenes of confusion and creatures complaints, 
How sweet to my soul is communion with saints! 
To find at the banquet of mercy there's room, 
And feel in the presence of Jesus at home* 

Ceo.— Home, home, sweet, sweet home; 

Prepare me, dear Savior, for heaven my home. 

2 An. alien from God, and a stranger to grace, 
I wandered thro' earth, its gay pleasures to trace; 
In the pathway of sin I continued to roam, 
Unmindful, alas! that it led me from home. 

3 The pleasures of earth I have sees fade away; 
They bloom for a season, but soon they decay; 
But pleasures more lasting in Jesus are given. 
Salvation on earth and a mansion b heaven. 



No. 232 



Home, Sweet Home. 



John Howard Payne. 
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H. R. Bishop. 



rarayne. i i £__* n. k. nsnop. 



fMid' pleaa-nres and pal • a • cea though we may roam, i 



. raucr pleasures ana pai • a • ces wougn we may 
lf \Beit ev « er ao bum-Me, there's no place like 



f A charm from the skies seems to 
home; \ Which seek thro' the world, is ne'er 
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hal-low.us there, \ 

met with eke- • j where. Homa,home,aweet,sweat home,Be it ever ao hnmbla,there's no place like home. 
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No. 233. 

M. m» lV. 



Holy Spirit, Faithful Guide. 




FlKM. 



M. M. WcIU. 



-ly Spir-it, fai 
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1. Ho - ly Spir - it, faith - ful Guide, Ev-er near the Chns-tian's ode, Gen - tly lead us by the hand, 

2. Ev-er pres-ent, tru - est Friend, Ev-er near Thine aid to lend, Leave us not to doubt and fear, 

3. When our days of toil shall cease, Waiting still for tweet re-lease, Nothing left but beav'n and pray V, 
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D.C.— Whisper soft-ly,"Wand'rer, come, Follow me, I'll guide thee home." 



$ 



X 



&=* 



-a> 



p 



ion 



i 



X 



3=* 



tt 



*5* 



1m£ 



£3E# 



. B.C. 



Pil-grims in a des - ert land; Wea - ry souls for - e'er re-joice, WhQe they hear that sweetest voice, 

Grop-ing on in dark-ness drear; When the storms are rag-ing sore, Hearts grow faint,and hopes give o'er, 

Wondering if our names are there; Wad- ing deep the dis - mal flood, Plead-ing naught but Je- sot blood; 
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No. 234. 

A. Reed. 



Holy Ghost, with Ll&ht Divine. 

Oottschalk. 



1 2 Holy Ghost, with pow'r divine, 
Cleanse this guilty heart of mine, 



v &■ 9 -s ^ T ^- ^ T Cleanse this guflty heart of miw 

1. Ho - ly Ghost, with light divine, 8hine up-on this heart of mine; Long hath sin without control, 
P / j[ J~2 Held dominion o'er my soul. 

B^^J!^:^^p4^:-^ -F-r ^^ r [i E =affe Hory Ghost, with joy divine, 

^r 1 T"^ — ^ 1 — Cheer this saddened heart of mi 

A _i ^ • l I P^ I ^. ^| I I I . Bid my many woes depart. 
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Cheer this saddened heart of mine; 

Bid my many woes depart. 

Heal my wounded, bleeding heart. 



_ Holy Spirit, all divine, 
Chase the shades of night a - way, Turn my dark-ness in - to day. d^u within tub heart of mine; 

. / 7J. ^ (j /"v. J Cast down ev'ry idol throne, 

J fl l* 1 l ^li C l S ri \ & El jjJ Tl R«ig» wp>f«me— and reign alone. 
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No. 235. 

Reginald Heber. 



Holy, Holy, Holy. 



John B. Dykes. 
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1. Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho 

2. Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho 

3. Ho-ly, ho-ly, bo 

4. Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho 



ly, Lord God Al-might-yt Ear - ly in the morn-bg our song shall rise to Thee; 

ly, all the saints adore Thee,Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea; 

ly, too' the darkness hide Thee,Tho' the eye of sin-ful man Thy glory may net see; 

ly. Lord God Almighty! All Thy works shall praise Thy name,in earth.and sky,and sea; 
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Ho - ly, ho - ly, ho 
Cherni-bim and sera 
On- ly Thou art ho 
Ho - ry, ho - ry, ho 
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ly, mer - d - ful and might - y, God in Three Persons, biess-ed Trin - i - tyl 
. phim fall - ing down be - fore Thee, Which wert and art, and ev-er-more ahalt be. 
- ly, there is none be • side Thee, Per-fect in pow-er, in love, and pu - ri- ty. 

ly, mer - ci - ful and might - y, God in Three Persons, biess-ed Trin - i - ty. 
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No. 236. 

Charles We»l«y. 



Love Divine. 



Ftnt Tune. 



John ZftntfeL 



mww wwivjr. nru rem. ^» jonm ahimci. 



1. Love drone, aO love ex-cesVfeg, Joy of heavX to earth cone down! Fix in at Thy ham - Me dwdt-mg ; 

D. 8.— Vis - it w with Thy eel - va - turn, 

.0 m m ,0 .0. I . . 0. 




AJ Thy faith-fal marries crown; Jo-sot Tboa art all eom-pas-sion, Pure un-bound-ed love Thou art; 
En -terev-'ir trembling, heart 1 
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2 Breathe, oh, breathe Thy loving 
Into every troubled breast! [Spirit 
Let at all in Thee inherit, 
Let at find the promised net. 
Take away toe love of tinning; 
Alpha and Omega be; 
End of faith, ae its beginning, 
SotoorhearteatEbertyl 



3 Come, Almighty to deliver, 
Let as all Thy grace receive; 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more Thy temple leave: 
Thee we would be always bleating; 
8erve Thee at Thy hosts above 
Pray,and praise Thee without eea» 
Glory in Thy perfect love! [fag, 



Finish then Thy new creation; 
Pare and spotless let at be; 
Let at see Thy great salvation. 
Perfectly, restored in Thee: 
Changed from glory into glory, 
Tin in heaven we take oar place, 
TSU we cast oar crowns before Thee, 
Lost in wonder, love and praise. 



No. 237. Mark! the Voice of Jesus Galling. 



Hark! the voice of Jesus calling, 
Who will go and work to-day? 
Fields are white t the harvest waiting 
Who wfll bear the sheaves away! 
Load and long, the Master calleth 
Rich reward He offers free; 
Who win answer, gladly saying, 
"Here am 1, Lord, send me." 



First or Second Tin*. 
If yon cannot cross the ocean 
And the heathen land explore, 
Ton can find the heathen nearer, 
Ton can help them at your door; 
If you cannot speak Eke angels, 
If yon cannot preach like Paul, 
Ton can tell the love of Jesus, 
Toa can say He died for all. 



3 While the souls of men are dying, 
And die Matter calls for yon, 
Let none hear you idly saying, 
"There it nothing I can do I" 
Gladly take the task He gives yon! 
Let His work your pleasure be; 
Answer quickly when He caBetb, 
Here am 1, Lord, send me.*' 
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No. 238. Jesus, I My Gross Have Taken. 



Henry P. Lyte. 



Second Tune. 



Mozart. 




1. Je - sot, I my cross have tak-en, An to leave and foMow Thee; Naked, poor, despised, for*a*ken, 

D.8.— Yet how rich is my con-di-tion. 
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Thou from hence my aUahaltbe; Per-bh ev-'ry fond am-bt-tion,An I've 8onght,an d hoped;and known; 
God and beav'n are still my own. 
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2 Let the world despise, forsake me, 
They have left my Savior, too; 
Human hearts and looks deceive me, 
Tboa art not, like man, untrue: 
And.whfleTboa shaft smile upon me. 
God of wisdom,l0ve and might, [me 
Foes may hate.and friends may shun 
Show Thy face and afl is bright 



3 Go ( tben,earth)y fame and treasure! 
Come, disaster, scorn and pain! 
In Thy service, pain is pleasure; 
With Thy favor, loss is gain. 
I have called Thee," Abba Father," 
I have stayed my heart on Thee; 
Stormy clouds may o'er me gather, 
AU matt work for good to me. 



4 Haste thee on from grace to glory, 
Led by faith, and winged by prayer 
Heav'n's eternal day's before thee 
God witt safely guide thee there. 
Soon shall close toy earthly mission, 
Swift shall pass thy pilgrim dash; 
Hope shall change to glad fruition. 
Faith to sight, and prayer to praiam. 



No. 239. , Did Ghrist O'er Sinners Weep? 

Bcal. P i M iwi . U 
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L Bid Chiiato'er smnsn weep? AiidahaBoartoanbedryr Lettaaaof penitential grief Flow forth from ertyeya, 




1 Did Christ o'er ahmera weep? 
And shall our tens be dry? 
Lot tears ol penitential grief 
Flow forth from ererj eye. 

No. 240. 



The 8on of God in tears 
The wondering angels 
Be thon astonished, 
He shed those tears 



sars |3 He 

■ see; I Ei 

my soul; I In 

for thee. 1 Ai 



He wept that we might 
Each sin demands a tear; 

beaten alone no sm is found. 
And there's no weeping there. 



Walk in the Li$ht. 

Third T*n$. 




'it 



Bernard Bartosa, Third Twu» Hay/eta. 



1. Walk InJhaBghtt so thon shalt know That ftflowstJnof lore, to 8|W only eanl 



If** above. 
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S Walk in the light! and thon shaHflndj3 Walk mtaen#tlaiMltiOTabattfera|4. Walk mtto 
Thy heart made tiuly Bis, [shrined, I Thy.darkness passed away, [chonel No fearful abnfe shall wear; 
Who dwelkm cloudless bght eo- I Because that hght hath on than I Gtoy ahan chase away he gloom, 
In whom ao darkness fa. | In whfcm fa perfect day. |r " 



No. 241. I Love Thy Kingdom, Lord 

Timothy Dwigtrt^ ^ ^ 0. F.Haadof. 
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Her waQs before Tbee stand, I For her my prayers asoend; I I pto lier heavenly ways, [vow* 

Dear aa the appb of IVne eye, I TohermycaresandtoDsbegrfen,! Her sweet eoimnmaoa, sofaana 
And gram oa Thy hand. | Tinted and cam aball end. | Herhymniof kmaodpraku 

No. 242. There Is a Land Of Pure Deli&ht 

• — watt*, nmiw J.CM.RMC 
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• I Them is a land of pure de-fight, Where saints in>moMaJ ietn;\ 
*• | In - ft . nits day ex - dudes the night, And pleas-ures ban - bin pam. J There ev - 

• I Sweet fielda be-yond the awefl - ing flood Steads dressed m Bring greenM 

**\So to the Jewi old Ce-naan stood, WhOe Jordan rolled between. J Could we bat cfcnb whan 
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atier withering flowers: Death,fike a narrow sea, drrides This heaT'nry land from ours. 
Biosmstocd^ndfwMthelandaeaneQerJIotJo 
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No. 243. 



Am I a Soldier? 
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Sllaetlbecarrledtotaeekieo |3 Are there no foot for me to face? |4 Bnee I araet fight if IwooMreign, 

Increaee my courage, Lord; 
m bear the too, endnre the pen, 
Suppo rt ed by Thy word* 



Oil flowery beds of eaea, [priae,| Mart I not item the floodf 
Wbfle otbeit fought to wm the I I§ tab rile world a friend to grace, 
Aadeafled thro' bloody ooaa? | To hdp me on to God? 



No. 244. 




Amazing Grace. 



Ait. fey B. O. BaceJI. 



aewevcotthe eoaad,That Mfodawreteh Ukenel I once waeleot.bnt now amflioBtWmaW.tet aerie* 



ITwae grace that 



fc my heart Q Thro 7 many deafen, tofle tad 14 When we've been there tent koo> 



taaght my heart Q Thro 7 many deafen, tofle tad M 

• r«neved;[toiear| I have alreiury come; [enaree, Brightehiniagaitheemi,[iaadyee» 



Hew predow old that a^aoo appear! Tie grace hath bro't me eafe thoe I We're nolojedayi to etagGod'e 
Ike hov I hot holered] | And grace wul lead aaehome. [|ae4 Than when we flret began, {prejee 

No. 245. TheTnioughrbf Theel 

JBdward CaawaO* Tr. * John B. Dyke*. 



With eweetaeet Bb avhroaoft$nteweoter far Thy faeatoaee AadlnThy aieeepee root, 




SVaveiea can anf, no heart can 13 Hoj* of erery contrite heart! 
■areas the neal'ryflad [framaJ O )oy of all the meek! 
A tweeter ooaad than Thy Mart |. To thorn who fafl, how kind Th<m 
O Sartor of mea-kmdl (mwe.^HowgoodtoaheeewheAek! {art! 

No. 246. Take Me As I Am. 

i. n. i. 



I Botwhrttothoeewboflndrahlthia 
No tongoo or pea can enow; 
The tore of leant, what it it 
None hot Ba loved oaea knew* 
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1. Jeani my Lord, to That I cry: Union Thra help me,I mart die; Oh, .bring Thy free aahratlon mgh, And 

S. fTiajJeaif ■■.mflfnfl rf|~ J>fc , n "^rl ,, *7"— ' — t* — ^- r «*.^-^»w. > — %. K—*m any 

Ik No prep • a • ra-tioa can I make, My baatneorrea IoeJy break; YrtsavemeforThbeowaBame'eaake, And 
4. 1 thtetfllong to taiew Thy lore, Thy fail aafration Ivmddprove; Bat emco to Theel can-not more, Oh, 
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Take me aa I am,... Take mo ae I am;, 

T»to bm. tab* a» Ml «• Trtt mm. 



No. 247 Stand lip for Jesus. 

Oeorge Duffleld. Fir* 2%m. 



0. J. Webb. 
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1. Stand up, stand up for Je - rat, Te sold-iers of the crow; Lift Ukgb His roj - al baa - ner, 

D.S.—TV1 ev-'ry foe is vanquished 
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It most not snf - for toss: From tic -fry on -to vie 
And Christ is Lord in - dead. 



- fry His arm - y shall He lead, 
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2 Stand up, stand op for Jesus, 
The trumpet call obey; 
Forth to the mighty conflict. 
In this His glorious day, 
"Ye that are men, now serve Him, 1 ' 
Against unnumbered foes; 
Tow courage rise with danger, 
And strength to strength oppose. 



3 Stand np, stand up for Jesus, 

Stand in His strength atone; 
The arm of flesh will fafl yon; 

Te dare not trust your own, 
Pot on the gospel armor, 

Each piece pot on with prayer; 
Where dtaty calls, or danger, 

Be never wanting there. 



4 Stand np, stand up for Jesus, 

The strife will not be long; 
This day the noise of battle, 

The next the victor's song; 
To Him that overcometh, 

A crown of life shall be; 
He with the King of glory 

Shall rshm eternally. 



No. 248 The Morning Light is Breaking. 



t The morning light is breaking, 

The darkness disappears, 
The sons of earth are waking, 

To penitential tears; 
Each breese that sweeps the ocean 

Brings tidings from afar, 
Of nations in commotion, 

Prepared for Zton's war. 

No. 249 

William W. How. 



Fir* or Smmi T«m. 
2 See heathen nations bending - 
Before the God of love, 
And thousand hearts ascending 

In gratitude above; 
Whfle shiners now confessing, 

The gospel's caD obey, 
And seek a Savior's blessing, 
A nation in a day. 



3 "Blest river of salvation, 

Pursue thy onward way; 
Flow thou to every nation. 

Nor in thy richness stay; 
Stay not till all the lowly, 

Triumphant, reach their home; 
Stay not tiD all the holy 

Proclaim, "The Lord is come." 



Jesus, Thou Art Standing. 

Jastia H. Kaccht. 

V*Upto} ju ft lit. j'i ^ w ti \ ±j^ 

1. Je-Sus,Thou art standing Oat-side the fast-dosed door Jn lowly patience waiting To pass the threshold o'er 

TTTT-r,. flrTft 1L£*aJy-4wr 




We bear the name of Christiaas.His name and sign we bear; abame,thrioe shame upon oajo keep Him standing thtrel 

n... J 3. JjttT ,.,.„ft 
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1 Jesus, Thou art standing 

Outside the fast-closed door, 
In lowly patience waiting 

To pass the threshold o'er: 
We hear the name of Christians, 

Hit name and sign we bear; 
shame, thrice shame upon us, 

To keep Him standing tberel ' 

SS-14 



2 Jesus, Thou art knocking; 

Andlol that hand b scarred, 
And thorns Thy brow encircle, 

And tears Thy face have marred: 
love that passeth knowlege, 

So patiently to waitl 
sin that hath no equal 

So fast to bar the gate! 



3 Jesus Thou art pleading 

In accents meek and low, 
"I died for you, my children, 

And wUl ye treat me so?" 
Lord, with shame and sorrow 

We open now the door; 
Dear Savior, enter, enter, 

And leave us never morel 



No. 250. Sing of His Mighty Lave. 

Frank Bottosne. Win. B. Bradbury. 




• I Ob, bliss of the pur - i - fied, bliss of the free, I plunge in the crim-son tide o-pen'd for me; 1 

*• i O'er sin and un-clean-ness ei -ult-ing I stand, And point to the print of the nails in His hand, i 

a I Oh, bliss of the pur - i • lied, Je • sua is mine, No long - er in dread-con-dem-na-tion I pine; \ 

•• I In con • scions aal-va - tion I sing of His grace, Who lift - eth up • en me the fight of His face. / 
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Oh, sing of His might-y love, 8ing of His might-y love, Sing of His might-y love, Mighty to save. 




3 Oh, bliss of the purified! bliss of the pore! 
No wound bath the soul that His blood cannot cure; 
No sorrow-bowed bead but may sweetly find rest, 
No tears but inay dry ti^oo Jesus' breast. 



No. 251. 

Charles Wesley 



4 Jesus the crucified! Thee will 
My blessed Redeemer, my God and my King; 
MyeooMUtod with rapture, shall shout o'er the grave. 
And triumph fa death in the "Mighty te 8eve." 



A Ghargeto Keep. 



Lowell Mason. 




1. A charge to keep I have, A God to glo-ri • fy; A nev-er dy-ing soul to save, And fit ft for the sky. 




2 Id serve the present age, 
My cafflng to fulfill, 
Oh, may it all my pow'rs engage, 
Te do my Master's will. 



p, 3 Arm me with jealous care, 4 Help me to watch and pay. 



As, in Thy sight to live; 

And oh, Thy servant, Lord, prepare, 

A strict account to give. 



And on Thyself rely, 
Assured, if I my trust betray, 
I shall forever die. 



No. 252. Must Jesus Bear the Cross Alone? 

The*. Shepherd. Fnrtk T%n*.- Geo. M. Allen. 
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L MuftJesus bear the cross alone,And aQ the world go free?No,thero's across for evVrj 
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•ry one And there's a cross tor mo. 



2 How happy are the saints above, 
Who once went sorrowing here! 
But now they taste unmingled lave, 
And joy without a tear. 

No. 253. 



3 The consecrated cross I'll bear, 
TiQ death shall set roe free; 
And theft go home my crown to wear, 
For there's a crown for me. 

Remember Me. 



4 Upon the crystal pavement, down. 
At Jesus pierced feet. 
Joyful, I'll cast my golden crown 
And His dear name repeat. 



fiJUlUUJjJlJ^ 
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1. Must Jesus bear the cross alone, And all the worldno freer No, therfteeroesforev'rf one, Andthero^ across 1 

Cbo. Help me. dear SaTior.Tbee to owsuAnd ever faithful be; And when Tsfea aittest oa Thy throne,0 Lord, remember me. 



forme. 
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No. 254. Majestic Sweetness Sits Enthroned, 

Thomas Hastings. 
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1. Ma • j« • tie sweetness efts enthroned Upon the 8av-ior't brow; Hit head with rtxfiant glories crowned. 

2. No mortal can with Him corn-pare, A-mong the eons of men; Fair • er ■ He than all the fair 

3. He at* me plunged in deep dis-tress, And flew to my re - Gef ; For me He bore the ihame-ml cross. 




w to iumm n i ig 



Hit fins with grace o'er-flow, ha fine with grace o'er-flow. 
That fill the beav'nly train, That fill the beav'aly tram. 
Aadcar-ned aD my grief, And carried all my grief. 




Lnd carried all my grief. 

te tt\t f t rifTfn 



4 To Him I owe my fife and breath. 
And aD the joys I have: 

He make me triumph over death, 
And eaves me from the grave. 

5 Since from Hie bounty I receive 
Soch proof! of love divine, 
Had I a thonttnd hearts to give. 
Lord, they should aD be thine. 



No. 255. 

Wa. Huator. 



The Great Physician. 



J. H. SCockCos). 



A J£ k i **** Bavynt. D.S. 
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• f The great Phy-si-cian now it near, The sym-pa-thit-ing Je • sus, I 1 8weetett note m ser-aph song, \ 
' \ Hsspsaks the drooping heart to cbeer,0 hear the voice of Je - rat. I l Sweetest name on mortal tongas, I 



D. 8.— Sweetest car • ol sv • er rang, *■ Je • tut, ble med Je • rat. 
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2 Tow many sine are aD forgiven. 
Oh! hear the voice of Jews; 
Go on yov way in peace to heaven, 
And wear a crown with J 



3 AD glory to the dying Lsmbl 
I now believe in Jems; 
I love the Homed Savior's 
I love the same of J< 



'4 Hb asms dispels mygoOfi and fear. 
No other name but Jesus; 
Oh! how my soul defights to hew 
The charming name of Jesus. 

No. 256. , fade, fade, Each Earthly Joy. 

Mn. Hofathis Boemrt T. B. Perfcta*. 
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1. Fade, fads, sash earthly joy, Je 

2. Tempt not my soul a* way, Je- 

3. Farewefl, ye dreams of night, Je- 

4. Fare- wefl, mor • tal - i - ty , Je- 



b mine! Break ev • *ry ten - der tie, Je-susb mine! 

it mine! Here would I ev • er stay, Js - sus is mine! 

is mine! Lost in this dawn-mg fight, Js - sus it mmel 

it mine! Wei • come e - ter - ni - ty, Je • sus is mmel 




tfipliy.n 



Dark it the wJ - dcwMts, Earth has no r es t in g place, Js - sus a - lone can blest, Jo « sot is mmel 
Par - ith • lag things of day, Born for but one brief day, Pass from my heart a-way, Ja • sus it mine! 
All thai my soul hat tried Left but a die •mal void, Js - sos has sat • it - tied, Js • sus is mine! 
Wekome, loved sod blest, Wekome,sweet scenes of rest, Wek5ome,my Savior's breast, Je • sus is mmel 
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No. 257. 



Loving Kindness. 




ffeatnaw. 



ivel medley, ftratnaw. ami, 



7-1 1 — • • • 1 = r 

1. A- wake my tool in fcy^myaAadeingtiij great tedeemer'a pniea, Ha jwtyxlafms a toag from om, 

2. Ha aaw ma ro* mad in the fall, Yet loted me not^with-ttaiid-mg aB; He mted ine from my loot ettata,, 

3. Tho* nomereoa boeta of mighty foeaJW earth andhell my wayop-poee,. Ha eatery leada my tooTa-long, 

4. WbantroaUa l lika a gk)omyckmd t HaagatherMtu^kanlthawlaiedk^ Ha near mytoxdhae ahrayi ttood. 



hmnmmrt 




fwspiwCi^m 




Hie lot-tag ktodnem, eh,how tree! Loting Ha fo am, loting h ind n am, Hla lorfag hmdoarn, oh t how treat 

HifloT-mgkiDdDe» l oh,bowgraatlLatmgUbaaaea^ 

Hb lot -tog Unheal, oh,how etmngt loting hmweej, toting hmfrdaoj, Hk taring kbdneaa t db,towfUomjt 

Hie loT-ing Bameaa, oh,bow good! Loting tfmYmB\ toting HMneai, !}■ loving hmdneaa, oh, bow joodt 




good! Loth* tfmYmm\ wring KM now, Ha loving kmdnees, oh, bow_go<i 

4 ■ i,,,r w*e$m 



No. 258. When I Survey the Wondrous Gross. 

laaacWatta. _ _ ' StmUUm. lane Baker Woodkary. 




IJj^JJJ I tu* ! 



L When I •or-vay tha w o tt-d r one croar On which the Prince of gro - 17 died. My rich-eat gain I 
2. Foi^)idit,]>r^thatIill«ildiboaj^8aT6m the death of ChrieLmT God: M the t*m thinge thai 





3 8004 from HU bead,Hii handa, Hit faan> 
8errow and Ioto flow minglad down: 
Old e'er each lota andaorrow meat. 
Of tho rn o compoao ao rich a crawnf 



4 Ware toa whole realm of 
11eiwer»» 
Lovaaa 
Demaada mj aonL my He. m§ ah\ 



No. 259. 

Isaac WatU. 



Jesus Shall Reign. 



f«WM SWna. 



L le- an inaflraigD where'er the am Daaa ffia 00c c* e i t» jonr-aeyi nm; Hi 




t« Fnm north to aa^tttaariac-eainaet, To pay thai* hon>ega. at Hia feet: Whfle 



em-pirae 




' f n toJ III,' 




3 To Him abaO endbej prayer ha mada» 
And endleaa praitei crown Hia head; 
Hfc name Uke tweet perfume ahal daa 
With 



•bore, TiBmaonaaball wax and wane no mora, 
own their Lord, And ear-age tribe* e>tendHje word. M Peoptoandreafanaof 

~ » J f jJ. WiJ Jj DwaB on BSa lota with 

AndimVmtroiceaaban 



nd awege tribal at tend Hia word. 
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No. 260. 



Blessed Assurance. 




P. J. Crosby. 



', MTS, BT JO*, r. KNM». 



Mrs. J. F. Knapp, 
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1. Blest-ed as *- sor - ance, Je-ant it mine! Oh, what a fore-taste of gto - ry di - rifle! Heir of sal- 

2. Per - feet sab-mis-sion, per-fect de- light, Vis-ions of rap - tore now bant on my sight, An-geb de- 

3. Per - feet tolwnis-eion, all it at rest, I, in my Sav - ior am hap-py and Meet, Watching and 




§Sj^ 



▼a - tion, pur-chase of God, Born of Hit 8pir - it, washed in Hit Wood. 

seend-ing, bring from a- bore, Ech - oes. of mer - cy, whis-pera of love. This it my sto - ry, 

wait - ingi look -ing a - bow, Filled with Hit goodneei, lott in Hit love. 



_i 0. 



J » 
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D. C— Praie-ing my 8ay - ior all the .day long. 




No. 261. 



He Leadeth Me. 




1. He lead-eth me! uea - ed tho'tl words with besVnfy com-fort fraught! Whene'er I do, wher- 

2. Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest gk>om,8ometimes where Eden't bowers bloom, By waters still, o'er 

3. Lord, I wonld clasp Thy hand in mine, Nor ev - er mnr - mar or re - pine, Con - tent, what-ev - er 

4. And when my task on earth is done,When,by Thy graee,the vtct'ry's won,E'en death's cold wave I 
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e'er I be, Still 'tis God's liand that Jead-eth me. 

tronb4ed set, 8tiD 'tis God't hand that lead-eth me. He lead-eth me, He lead-eth me, By Hit own 

lot I see, 8incetie God't hand that lead-ethane. 

will not flee, 8inceGod thro' Jor- dan lead-eth me. 



rti'f thU [ f i |-[? i nff ff i fl 
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hand He lead-eth me; His faith - fol foMow'r I would be, For by His hand He lead-eth me. 
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neaven is My Home. 




I * 1 ,jjl 1 



1. Vm bat a etrang-er here, HeeVn if my bone; Earth fa a dee - art drear, HeeVn it my 

2. What no' the tempest rage, Heav'a fa my home; 8hort fa my pO - grim - ago, Hmt'b fa my 

3. Then at my Sav-tort aide, Heav*ta fa my home; I wall be gto - ri - fled, HeeVa fa my 

4. There-fore I mar - mar not, Heev'n far my home; Whet-e'er my earth • ry lot, Hoar's it my 




geraad<eor<*OTStaj)dRoimdmeoQeT-'iyhandHeaT'Bfa my fsth er lend, HeaT*a fa my 
And thoe'i wild wintry blast Soon ehaD be o - rer-pest, I thai reach home at last, He*T*n bmy 
Then are the good and Weft, Thoee I love moot and bait; And than I too iball rest, Hear'n fa my homo. 
And I aban sinewy staiid Tim at my Lord's r^ 
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No. 263. Nearer, My God. to Thee. 

fin. Sarah P. Adams. ' ^\ 

ri r* 



. ! / Nearer my God to Thee,Nearer to Thee, 



D.8. 




t 



i /Nearer i 

*' 1 B'ea thoMt be a cross, {Omit.) 
D.8.— Nearer, my God, to Thee, (Omit.) 



That rafaeth me, 8tiD aO my soagshatt be,Neerer,myGod.to That, 
Newer to Thee. 
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S Thoagh Eke a wanderer, 
The ton gone down, 
Darkneai be over me, 

My rest a stone; 
Yet in my dreams I'd be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee; 
Nearer to That! 

No. 264. 

~v S.D. PheJpa. 



3 Then let the way appear 

Steps onto heaven; 
An that Thou tenant me. 

In mercy given; 
Angels to beckon ma 
Nearer, my God, to That; 

Nearer to Theel 



4 Or if, on joyfoJ wing, 
. Clearing the sky, 
8m, moon, and ttan forgot, 
, Upward I By, 
8till aO my song shaU be. 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Theel 



Something for Jesus. 



"*• S.D.PM,.. UrnlMuM, 
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1. 8aT-iorIThy dy-ingloTe Thon gar- est me, Nor should I anght witb-oold, Dear Lord,from That; 

2. At the blest mer--cy-seat, Plead -ing for mo, My fee-ble iaith looks op, Jo • ens, to That: 

3. Grn ma a faith-ful heart— Like-nets to Thee— That each de • part • ing day Henceforth may no 

4. Att that I am and hate— Thy gifts at free— Io joy, hi grief, thro' life, Dear Lord, for Thee! 

* . t: t * . r -r- 
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In km my tool would bow, My heart fal-fin its tow, Some oJTrmg bring Thee now, Seme-tlimgfarThea. 
Help me the cross to bear, Thy wondrous Ion declare, 8ome song to raise, or pny*r, Some-thing for Thee. 
Some work of Ion be-gon, 8ome deed of kindnees done, 8ome wand*rersonght and won^ome-thing for Thee. 
And when Thy face I see My ransom'd son! than be, Thro* all e-ter - at • ty, Some-thing for That. 
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No. 265. 



Gould I Speak. 



th* glories forth, 
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Which in my Savior shina. 



JIM soar and tooch th* hetVhly strings, \ 
{And tie with Gabriel while ho sings, f 



^JJj I j.J'J'J' J^P 



al-most di • vine, la notes tl • most dl • vies. 
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3 I'd sing the characters He bears, |4 Wei the delightful day win 



2 rda^thepredowbloodHeapflt 
My ransom from the dreadful guilt 

Ofsh^andwiathdrrms; 
I'd sing His 
towhf 

Ml 

ThereVa. Wideness. 



And all the forms of lo?eHe wears* 

Exalted as Hie throne; 
In loftiest oooge of tw ee uot 
IwoaUtoeveriastrngdays 



When my dear Lord will bring me 
And I shall see His face; [home, 
Thsn with my SaTior. brother, 
A Wait eter nity M spss^tFdmd, 
TnavjphiBt m Hhi| 



No. 266. 



^^^imWn^nmaSflesW YAe^ nBsnnmonem 
M"ITs"«YJ«ric*o7*. ▼▼• hTfaWM* 



Unit S. Toe*)** 
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1. There's a wide-nest m God's mer-cy, like the wit s asm of the sea, There's a kind-tern 




\T\\\ ih'hUh ri|' f nff i 

J J , /3 J*t, i , , J-n SKorttetonotOodhtnite 
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m HJs jostles. Which is more than- Eb - er • ty . 
with thaSarior. Thank heal - be? m His blood. 



No. 267. 



withtheSerfor, There is heal -fat m 




$ For the tore of God b broader 
Than the measure of 
And the heart of the Eternal, 
Is most wonderfully kind. 



4 If our lore wore but mots simple. 
Wo should take Him at His word; 
And our Bros would be all snnehme 
In the sweetness of our Lord. 



In the Gross. 




it J i /J^HliUp 



IthnrnarCoakoy. 




of Christ I glo-ry, 



L In the croes of Christ I glo - ry, Tow'ring o'er the wrecks of time; AH the 

»«-. j, — . — ~.~ — «. .... 
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of 

the 




ea • end sto-ry Gathers round Ha head 

cross for -sake me; Lol it glows with peace and Joy. 
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13 When the sob of bfim is 1 

Light and loto upon my way, 
From the cross the radiance streaming 
to the day. 



i sod bkssmg, pain and 

B|y the cross ait sanctified; 

Peace is there that knows no 

Joys that 



No. 268. 

Oeo. Robinson. 



Gome, Thou Fount. 



Fird fan*. 



John Wyeth. 

C 1 ^ — f£~i>c. 
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. t Come.Tbou Fount o! ev'ry Messing,' 
* 1 Stream* of mer-ev, nev-er eeas-ing. 



Tune my heart to stag* Thy frnee, I J Tench n 
Cnll for songs of loudest prniM; » ' Svnc by 



„.__ .. ,_ J loudest praise;. 

D. C— Praise thn mount, I'm axed up-on it: Mount of Thy redeeming lore. 
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e nome meiodioni sonnet, > 
flam-ing tongues Je-bove; 
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1 Come.Thou Fount of ev'ry Weening 
Tone my heart to sing Thy grace, 
Streams of mercy, never censing, 
Call for tongi of loudest praise; 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
8ang by flaming tongues shore; 
Pranie the monnt,rm fixed opon it! 
Mount of Thy redeeming love. 



Here 111 raise my Ebenexer, 
Hither by Thy help I'll come; 
And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 
Safely to arrive at home: 
Jeans sought me when, a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God; 
He, to rescue me from danger. 
Interposed His precious blood. 



3 Oh, to grace how great a debtor 
Daily I'm coMtramed to be! 
Let Thy goodness, ike a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to Thee; 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the God I love; [it, 
Here's my heart, oh, take and seal 
8eal it for Thy courts above. 



No. 269. I Love Jesus, He's My Savior. 



Oeo. Robinson. 



S«eondTu%9. 



J. J. Rousseau. 




Fine Chords. , , , , f*i — &DC. 

.i iiu fl j \iimk 



- f Come.Tbou Fount of ev'ry blessing/Tune my heart to sing Thy grace, \ 1 1 Jove Je-eus.HaMe-lo-jahn 

i Streams of mer-cy,never ceas-ing Call for songs of loudest praise; III love Je-eus, yes I J do! 

D. C— I love Je-sns, He's my Savior; Jens smiles and loves me too. 
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No. 270. 

CHOtUt. 



the Fountain Stands Open. 



To be used an n chorus to ' 



ItaaFounV' omitting ebonu-of soeond tune* 




mm 



0, the fountain stands o-pen, The fountain stands o - pen, Sin-ner^ come and bathe your wea-ry sooJ. 
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No. 271. 



Mrs. Phoebe Palmer. 



The Gleansing Wave. 
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Mrs. Jos. P. Knapp. 
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, I Oh, now 
*' 1 Je •- sus, 



I see the enm-son wave The fountain deep and wide; I 
my Lord, might-y to save, » 



Points to His wounded side. 
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Csoauf. 
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(The cleansing 



g stream I seel I seel I phmge, and oh, it cleans-etb me; 1 

/yea, cleans-eth me~ 



Ob, praise the Lord, it cleans-eth me, it cleans-eth me, 



I f^ f f\ \ l tU \ [[\\ \ ^h \ \\{fH 

2 I see the new creation rise, 13 I rise to walk inbeavVs own light. 4 Ajnatmg grace! 'tis bet van below 



I bear the speaking blood: 
It speaks! pointed nature 
Sinks tatb the crimson flood. 



f 



Above the world and sm, [white 



With heart made pure snd\garments And Jeans, only Jeans know. 



And Christ enthroned within. 



Amusing grace! 

To feel the blood applied; 



My Jeans crucified. 



No. 272. 



For a Thousand Tongues. 

Jtoaflvae. 



y»J jjijjJJ i ifTP T MjH',! ! , 1 , ^^ 



1. for a thovsmd tongues, to sag My great Be^eem-art praise; The gte-ries of, the do< 

■^ (A4B.)lhogle-«ies of ay God art. 

fffirni'i' rfli'i'i f i r i l rifr 
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i teramphs of His grace. The tri - - nmpht of Hk gracel 

rto-rieo of ny God end King. 
God and Kiof , . 



No. 273. 



Tor a .Thousand Tongues* 

Ait. by Lowell Mason. 



SicozdTun*. 



f 'VnijJJilJjJilJJJi, i 

1. tor* thousand tongoes, to sing My groat Redeemer's praiss; 



2. My gracious Mae-tor and my God, As -sist ma to pro-claim, 




at 



ae_ 



flii\iljit±±^& 



The glo -ries of my God and King, The triumphs of His grace! 
To spread thro' aO the earth a-broad, The hon-ors of Thy name. 



wnrfVp'"f f i MMn i 



3 Jams! the name that charms oar 
fears. 
That bids oar sorrows cease; 
9 Tis mask m the sinner's ears, 
Tis fife, and health, and peace*. 



4 He breaks the power of 

He sou the prisoner tree; [am. 
His blood can make the fool** 
clean, 
His blood STafled for ma. 

5 He speaks, and fistsnmg to His 

Toiee, 
New fife the dead recetre; 
The mouniraljbrokan hearts ssjoJee 
The hmnble poor befiere. 



No. 274. 

I. Watte. 



Gome Holy Spirit. 



vVm.Taaaa». 
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1. Come, Ho • ry Bpir • it, Hear'n - ry Dove, With all thy qnick'n • tag pow'rs; 



2. Look, how we gror 

3. In Tim we tone 

4. Come, Ho • ry 8pir 



it, Hear'n - ryDoTe, With afl thy qnick'n • tag pow'rs; 

el here be - low, Fond of these earth - jy top; 

for • maTsongs, -In Tain we strira to rise; 

it, HeaT'n - ty Doto, With, aD thy quicl'n - tag pow'rs; 



m t i f f i - P\r J t\f I'iCi'ppfip i 
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Km -die 



flame of sa • cred Ioto In these cold hearts -of 



Onr souls, how hear • I - ty they go, To reach 
Ho - ssn • nas Ian • gtosn on em* tongues, And onr 
Come, died a • broad a 3*? riot's Ioto, And that 



rt ir yf'ii f{ ft 



e - tar • nal joys, 
do • to • tion dies, 
shall km • die 



9- 
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No. 275. The Nome Over There. 

j H J, t i f: J l j i "j I I 1 1 . 1 J f.H . 1 . J 

1. O tthkof the boat o*er torn,. By the ride «f the river of UU 




Mpttf wnemtaneemta, alma* 
8. think of ttefriendao-rathere, Who be4oraw the Jovneyheie tree* <X the eenej that they 

3. My8aT-k>r it now o-nr there, There mykmfeede tad friondi are at net, then •• way from my 

4. XI eooa he at homo o-f«r there, For the end of my joaney I ate; Ma -ay daw to my 



wmm 
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mer«taland fair, Are robed in their garmente of white. 0*T« there, o»ver there, thmkofthe 
breathe on the afar, la their home m the palace of God. thmk of the 

dor • row and care, Let me fly to the land of the bleat. My 8ef4or ■ 

heart, o*-Ter there, Are watching and wtitteg for me.orer there. Over there; o?ar therein eoon be at 



mm 




m 



* 



^^ 
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heme ©for them, ■mut there, ©•ver there, o^er there, ( 




Over there. 



ramiMiiMi, uvermnre. 



there, Otbfa* of the home oxer there. 
tank of the Men* o-m thorn. 
MySev-ior ■ now oxer them, 
Ilaoonbe at home oxer there. 




No. 276. On Jordan's Stormy Banks. 



T. COIGN* 



Rot. SmhmI 5tMMtt t.m »«».«ii, T. C.OTOaMi, 

tHpyw i \ mi \\ i ijji' in i/i iiijj 

, lOn hr-daa'aetonnxnankeletand. And caet a wmVM ait. I - 



• tOn Jor-daa'aetorrnxnankiletaiid, And caet a wwh*tt eye, • 

*• |To Ce-naaa'i fair and hap -py land, Where I my pot* me -atone he. 

E#ej£ r nr ir i fVv ■ 





Wewffl net m the fair and hap-py land, 




Jaatt-cnej on the er-er*green anoae, 



"Tiw.fTrrf 
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of Moe-ee and the Lamb, by and by, And dweB with Je-ene ev*er more. 



mm 




Godthe8on 

mjhteway 



blent? I WooJdhare 

eMmyFathaeeface, I IWJordanY 

Iw*k»rd 



No. 277. 

It. L. Hartac*. 




Shan We Meet? 



BHhtt S. Race). 



rt k I— rf i - ** 1 
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. I Shall we meet be-yond the rir-er, Where the eur-ges cease to roll; \ 

M Where m an the bright for-ev-er, fSoMowne'erahanpiaaj the soul 



o t Shall we meet be-yond the rir-er, When ow alotmy voyage is o'er? i 
M Shan we ineetasri cast the anchor, /By the bright ce-lee-tial shore? 

D.C—ShaB we meet be-yond the rir-er, Where the eur-ges cease to rottf 



Choxos. 



D.C. 




j¥fl j , W f -ti fti MfeM 




Shan we ineet,ebaD we n»eet,Shafl we meet beyoai the river? 



i f {'ii'' fty'i 




3 ShaD we meet m yonder city, 
When the toVra of crystal 

Where the wans are all of jasper, 
Built by workmanship divine? 

4 ShaB we meet with Christ, om8ariof, 
When He comes to daim His owmt 

8haH we know Hhj M i n d favor, 
And ait down upon His throne? 



No. 278. 
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Jesus Gall Us. 



W. P. Jade. 




1. Je-sns calls os: o'er the tu-mult Of oar file's wild restless sea, Day by day Hissweet voice 

2. Je-sos cafe os from the wor-sbjp Of the Tarn world's golden shore; Prom each i- dol that would 



B 
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eound-eth, 8ay - ing, "Chris - tian, tol-tow Me." 
keep ot, Say - ing, "Chris • tian, love Mi more." 



3 In our joys and in our sorrows. 
Days of toil and hours of ease; 
Still He calb, in cares and pleasures, 
That we lore Him more than " 



<• r '1 1 ip r gain 



No. 279. 

Margaret Maclary 



4 Jesus calls os: by Thy mercies. 
Savior, make os hear Thy cafl. 
Give our hearts to Thine obedienc e ^ 
8em and lore Thee best of alL 



Asleep in Jesus. 



Win. B. Brtdbwxy. 



ijjjii i Jjij, .. i r Ut\\ iff g 




LA* sleep in Je • sos! Mess - ed sleep, From which none ever wakes to weep!* A calm and on - <&V 
2. A -sleep » Je-susl howsweet To be for such a slum-ber meetl With ho -ly con -ft- 

_____ L_ft ^ m. ft ft_i ft ft ft ft ft ft ft — •- ft 
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torbed re-pose, Un-bro-ken by the last of foes. 
denceto sing, That death has lost his ven-omed sting. 



15— O, K. 
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3 Asleep in Jesus! peaceful rest, 
Whose waking is supremely West! 
No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour 
That manifests the Savior's pow'r. 

4 Asleep m Jeans! for me 

May such a blissful refuge be! 

Secnrery shall my ashes lie, 
Waiting the summons from on Ugh. 



No. 280. 

B. ScbmoflcsX 



My Jesus, as Thou Wilt. 




A i filtW ) Wlt&£$fiRTfi 



-to Thy 




1. if y Je-sus, as Thou wilt! Oh, may Thy will be mine; In - to Thy hand of lore I would my all re» - nga; 

2. My Je-sus, m Thou wilt! Tho'seen thro'many a tear,Lct not my star of hope Grow dim or dis-ep-pear; 

3. My Je-sus, as Thou wflt! All shall be well for me; Each changing fa-tore scene I glad-ly trust with Thee; 

/Vft'f- 
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Thro' sor - row, or thro* joy,Condaet me as Thine own,And help me stffl to say,"My Lord,Thy win bs done.** 
. Since Thou on earth hast wept, And sorrowed oft alone,If I must weep with Tbee,"My Lord,Thy win bs done." 
Straight to my home a-bove I tret • el calm-ly on. And sing, in {fe or death, "My Lord.Thy win be done." 



, Straight to my home a-bove I teat • el calm-ly on. And sing, in fife or death, "My Lord.Thy win be done." 



No. 281. 

J. H. Newman. 



Lead, Kindly Light. 



John B. Dyke*, 



t ms&mmi j "jli j- / uhum 



1. Lead, kindly Light,amid thjencircling gloom Lead Thou me on;The night is dark.and I am far from home; 

2. I was not ever thus,nor prayed that Thou Shouldst lead me on;I loved to choose and see my path;but now 

3. 8© long Thy pow*r hath blast me^are it still wiU lead me on O'er moor and fen,o'er crag and torrent,tflI 

4L& 




Lead Thou me on: Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to see The distant scene,— one step enough for me. 
Lead Thou me on; I loved' the garish day,and,spite of fears,Pride ruled my will: Remember not past yean. 
The sight is gone;And with the morn those angel-faces smile, Which I have loved long since,and lost awhflt. 



No. 282. 



Mary Abo Uthl 



Break Thou the Bread of Life. 




Ann Utfabory. William P. 5berwift* 

444+iJ I J J. J I- \jil \ illbttlg 

Thou the bread of life. Dear. Lord, to me. As Thou didst break the loaves Be-side the sea. 



2: 



fc* 



1. Break Thou the bread of Ufa, Dear. Lord, to me, 

2. Bless Thou the truth, dear Lord, To me, to me, 

3. Teach me to five, dear Lord, On - ry for Thee, 



fc2=s 



EB 
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As Thou didst break the baves Be-side the set. 
As Thou didst bless the bread By Gal •) •lee; 
Ae Thy die »d -pies lived In Gal -i -tee; 



**- 
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Be-yondthe sa-ered page I seek Thee. Lord: My snir - it oants for Thee. Iiv • facWeeil 



Be-yondthe sa-ered page I seek Thee, Lord; 
Then shall all bon-dage cease, Att fet-ters fall, 
Then, aQ my strus^gtes o'er, Then, vic-t*ry won, 

I i rff i rrr i H i 



My spir - it pants for Thee, lav 
And 1 ahafl find my peace, My All 
I shall be-hold Thee, Lord,Tbe Lrr • ing Ota. 




No. 283. 



Abide With Me. 




Wis. II* Mosnx* 
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n 
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1. A • bide with mal Fart falb the e - van - tide, The dark-ness deep-en*— Lord, with me a-bidet 

2. Swift to its close ebbs out life's fit - tie day; Earth's joys grow dim, its glo-ries pass a - way; 

3. I need Thy pies • coco ev • 'ry pass-ing hour, What but Thy pace can foil the tempter's pow'r? 
i. Hold Tbon Thy cross be-fore my doe - ing eyes; Shine thro* the gloom, and point me to the aloes; 

A -TE 
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Whoa ©th-er bdp-ers fail, and com-forta flee, Help of the hdp4eas, oh, a- bids with met 

Change and de • cay m all ••round I see; Thou whochangest not, a -bide with me! 

Who, Eke Thy - self , my guide and stay can beT Thro' cloud and sunshine, oh, a •bide with me] 

HeavVsnnrnmg breaksaadearu'avamahadowsfleel In Km, in death, Lord, a - bkw with msl 



Hear^'aniornmgbreaiBMearth'aTamahaoVmffleel In Km, in death, Lord, a - bkw with mel 

w'ff^A^f i 'lfr i riip^' i ii 

No. 284, Sun of My Soul. 

Jons Ksjpsor* Heavy MoanX 



L Son of my soul, Thou Sav-ior dear, It i 




Heavy Moa*. 



is not night if Thou be near; may no 
2. When the soft dews of kind • r/ stoop Mywea-ried eye • fids gen • tfysteep, Be my last 

11 
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ear^^m doiid a - rise To hide Thee from Thy servaat's'eye. 
thought, how sweet to rest For-ev-er on my Sav-ior's breast. 



ftFpfHfl: l ffflf nfff l f' ll 



No. 285. 

Ray 



3 Abide with me bom morn tfll eve, 
For with-out Thee I cannot lire; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without Thee I dare not die. 

4 Be near to bfess me when I wake, 
Ere thro' the world my way I take. 
Abide with me tfll in Thy love 

I lose mjseH in heaven aboTS. 



My Faith Looks Up to Thee. 



Lowell Masoa. 



1. My faith looks up to Thee, Thou Lamb of Cal-va-ry, Sav-ior di-vine; Now hear me 

2. May Thy rich grace im • part Strength to my faimVing heart, My seal in - spire; As Thou hast 



3. While fin's dark mass I tread, And griefs a-ronnd me spread, Be Thou my Guide; Bid dark-neas 
ds life's transient dream,When death's cold auMen stream Shall o'er me roll, Blest Sav - k>r 



4. When ends 



N^ 



0JL. 
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while I pray, Take aD my sins a* way, O let mo from this day 'Be who! - ly Thine! 

died tor me, may my love to Thee, Pure, warm,and chaogelesB be, A fiv • mg flrel 

turn to day, Wipe sor-rows tears a - way, Nor let me ev - or stray From Thee a • aids, 

then, m love, Fear and dis- trust re-move; bear me safe a-bove,— A ran-somedeouL 
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O" 



ffHf f l f.fr I ' i 



The Solid Rock. 



9f rm 



Wen.B. 



No. 286. 

ftp*. Etfwnr* Mote, • *.*■-■ 
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hopeb butt on notn-mg kit Than Jo-oas' blood and light oo ue nam ; \ ^ ^^ ^ »ulu 
dan not trait tboeweet-set frame, Bat wboHylean on Jo-soa* name. I 



S When darkiiemveibHK lovely taeej3H«oa^ WheaHeahauemieitaemnn*a«ai 

I ft on His unchanging grace; I Support* mo in the whelming flood; OmajItheninHiinbofonnd, 

In every high and stormy gala, I WbsnaOaroimdinyaod giveaway. Droit in His righteoaenem alone. 

My aacborboWt within tharaiL I Bethnn»eflo?l»a»e»data7 Fanittani to ataod before me 

No. 287. In Evil Long I Took Delight. 

JotMNewtott. EflgflaaiAlr 
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1. In ••vQ long I took de-light, Un-av/ed by shame or fear, TSD a new ob-jeet atnek my eight, 
Bay.— I do De-neve, I now bo-fiere, That Je-ensdied for me; And thro' His blood, Hie preciowjUood; 



^k _ . • D.C. * 





i 



Him 

opped mi wad ea-ceee. 



And stopped my wad ea-ceec. 
I ahaH iron an be fret. 

filwl 



2 I aaw One hanging on a tree, 
In agonies and blood, 
Who filed His languid eyes on m 
ij near Hie cross I stood. 

3 Snra nerer till my latest breath 
Can I forget that look: 
It aeemod to charge me with Hie 
Tho* not t word He spoke, [death, 



4 My conscience Jelt and owned 
ItphmgedmemdeapainCthegoJItt 
I mw my sins Hie blood had apit, 
And homed to nafl Him them. 

t A aeeond look He gave, wham ami 
"I freer/ afl forgive; 
This blood is for Thy ranaom naidt 
I4»thatferameyitb>e." 



No. 288! 




Oh, How I Love Jesus. 

I 1 . ^ . I- K 1 




1. There I Is a> name I love to bear, I lm to sing Its worth; It \ 
I soonds fike moa-ic b mine ear, The ^ t >— k 





/Oh, how I love Je • ana, Oh, bow I love Je • sot, 

lOh,bowI love Je • sna, Be* * f^Mcaoee He first loved me. 



i 
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3 It tale me of a 8avior , s love, 
Who died to eat me free; 
It lean ma of Hie predooj Moods 



3 It tells me what my Father hath 
In store for every day, 
And tho' I tread adarkaomapgtb, 
Xinha ajmahtao aO tho way. 



I It tens of Oi» whose loving heart 
Can feel my daapoat wow* 
Who in each sorrow beam a put* 
That oom cu boar below. 



No. 289. 



R«v. J. Oatmaa, Jr 



Never Lose Si$ht of Jesus. 

iiniMH?! wi| wt s. fc 



E. O. ExceO. 



■cwv. «r. unnN) jr. m «wm«wimii. ^ c. v. euw. 
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i 10 Pit-grim bound for the heav'nly land,. Ncv-er lose light of Je-eus; \ 

I He'll lead you gen-tly with tor-tog hand, J Nev-er lose eight of Ja-m. 



D. S.— Day and night He will lead yon right. 



Nev • er lota eight of Je-oue» 



fj ii fffFf i fjurii ^ 
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Net - er loot eight of Je-em, Net - er loae eight of Je-ana; 

i 




1 Pflgrim bound for the heavenly 
Never loee eight of Jena; [land, 
He'll lead yon gantry with loving 
Never loee eight of Jeme. [hand. 

No. 290. 

Hart. 



2 Waen-e'er you're tempted to go 



3 Tho' dark the pathway may 

ahead, 
Never loee eight of Jama; 
M I will bewithyoo/'Hieword hath 

said, 
Never loee eight of Ji 



I When death ia knocking ontaide tat 



Never loaa night of Jama; [astray, Never loee eight of Jeeua; (door, 
Pre* onward, upward, the narrow Till safely landed on Canaan's abort. 
Never low eight of Jeans. (way,l Never low eight of Jesue. 

Gome, Ye Sinners. 

J. Ipgalls. 

Fjne Chows. 




2 I Come, 'ye sin - nera, poor and need - y, Weak and wound-ed, akk and aere; \ 
' i Je - em, read - y stands to save yon, Full of pit - y, love and pow'r. I Tnm to the 
D. C— Glo • ry, bon* or and eal-va- tion Christ the Lord hi come to reign. 
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Lord, and seek sal* va - tion, 8ound the praise of Hie dear name, 



2 Now, ye needy, come and welcome, 
God's free bounty glorify; 
True belief and true repentance, 
Bv*ry grace that brings yon nigh. 

No. 291. 

Anon 
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3 Let not conscience make yon finger, 
Nor of fitness fondly dream; 
All the fitness He requireth 
Ia to feel your need of Him. 



4 Come, ye weary, heavy laden. 
Braised and mangled by the fall. 
If you tarry till you're better, 
Ton wiD never come at all - 



5 Agonising in the garden, 
Tour Redeemer prostrate lies, 
On the bloody tree behold Him! 
Hear Him cry, before He dies. 



Angels Hovering 'Round. 



Unknown. 



ftj^JJWiMJ' ,| ii j.^J' I 'jIOlJJiill 

1. There are angels hov'ring 'round, There are angels hov'ring 'round, There are angela,angeb hov'ring 'round. 




2. They wiD carry the tidings home;They will carry the tidings home; 



000 
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tgs home; TheywiD carry, 



carry the ti-dings home. 



iq ^ CTB 



3 To the new Jerusalem, etc. 



r 



(5 And Jeme bids them come, etc. 17 There is glory all around, etc. 
4 Poor sinners are coming home, ete.KJ Let him that heareth come, etc. |8 We are on our journey home, etc 



*am 



' No. 292. 



Cringing in the Sheaves. 








/ Bowing in the morning,sowing seeds of kmdnees,8owing in the noontide and the < 
^1 — - - - - • 



WeJt^fortheharrest,andthe time of reaping, We shall 

4t 



come »*]oie-iDg 




2 Sowing m the eunsbioe, eowfcg in the shadows, 
Fearing nefther clouds nor winter's ehilitag breese; 
3y and by the harreet and the labor ended, 
Wo thai come rejoicing, bringing hi the sheaves* 

No. 293. Savior, 

Dorothy A. Thrupp. 




j j' , i ■' i- 




3 Go then, ever weephur, towing for the Heater, 
Tboogh the lorn sustained ear epMt often grieves; 
When ear weeping's over, He wID bid ae welcome, 
We ehell oeme rejoicing, bringing m the sheaves. 

a Shepherd. 

William B. Bradbury. 
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j f8ar- lor, like a ihep-herd lead us, Much we need Thy tend'rest jcare: I 

I In Thy pieee-ant past-ores feed v. For our 00* Thy fold* pre -pare: -j Bless.- ed Je* ens, 



ii 
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Af*\ 



(SUl. 



bee 
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em. Than hast bousst us. Thine w* are: Je-eot. Thou haat bought us. Thine we are. 



Bkee-ed Je«, ThM hast houjjrtut Thine *• are; Je-ens, Thou bait bought us, Thine we are, 

a. 




2 We-areThme;doThoDbefriend«a. 
Be the Guardian of our way; 
Keep Thy flock; from aln defend us, 
8eek us when we go astray: 

Blessed Jesus, 
Hear, eh, lieer us when we pray. 
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3 Thou haat promised to receive us, 
Poor and sinful though we be, 
Thou hast mercy to rebeve us, 
Grace to cleanse, and pow*r to free 

Blessed Jesus, 
We will eady ton to Thee. 



M- 



m 



9~ 
4 Early let us seek Thy favor, 
Early let us do Thy will; 
Blessed Lord and only 8ayior 9 
With Thy love our bosoms 

Blessed Jesus, 
Ifaou Just lored ua, low m tf&L 



No. 294. Salvation! the Joyful Sound. 

Isaac Watt*. PtorU Tvae. John Randall* 




1 



n>«tJon10the joy • ml aouadl What plossiiie to our ears! A Sovereign balm for ev-'ry wonod.A 



I 1. 8al-v*«tJoa10the joy-fulsoondl What pleasure to our earsl A 8ori 

m$* — E~Lir rKn* r r'r? *^ * — 
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cordial tor our fears, A cordial for our tears, A ©oriel for our fears. 
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2 8ahrationl let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around, 
WbQeaU the armies of the sky 
Conspire to raise the sound. 

3 (seJvaaVml thou Needing Lamb! 
To Thee the praise belongs: 
8eivation shall inspire our hearts, 
And dwell upon our tongues. 



No. 295. 



Blest Be the Tie. 
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1. BleKbetbjt»tb*bmd^heartom<%r^ 
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2 Before oar Father*! throne 
We poor ew ardent prayers 
Ow lean, oar bopee, ow eimf 
Ow comforts endow cares. 



unaarei 
• I 



We ahare oar mutual woes, 
Our matoal hardens bear; 
And often for each other flow* 
The sympathising tear. 



4 When we 
It_ 

Bat toenail 
And hope to 



part, 

pain; 

be 



No. 296. My Soul, Be on Thy Guard. 

Oeorgo flonth. LowoU Mnsom. 




;Tenthous&ndfoe8arhe;Tbe1iortofim are pressuig bard To draw thee from the ekS* 

ff i rrftHifi 



I. My toalbtonthy guard 




SO watch, and fight, and praj; B Ne'w thmk the victory won, tt fight on, my soaJ, IB death 

The battle ne'er give o'er; I Nor lay tame armor down: I 8bdl bring thee to thy God: 

Renew it boldly every day, I The work of faith wiU not be done,! Hell take thee, at thy 

. Art h*dMM implore, | Tfll thoo obtain the crown. | To Hw dmoe abode. 

No. 297. The Heavenly Home. 

WndaaHmter. Air.Rwv.WaTOnnn 
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, f My heevtynoattb aright and lair; 
*• I Ifcilftttetrwtothasnnoafreliiaa; 



; Nor pais, aer death can 
>;That bMf*aIy nwaelea ehatt be 
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To Sao 



D.S.—Tm fo-iaf hoae to die no 




3 My Father's hooae fa friflt en hign,|3 While h^ a strangw far from bnw,[4 Let o th e w eee h ahocae below, 
Far, far above thettanyaky; I Affietfoftwavmmayromidmfaw.; Which flamea devoar ,or wavoao 

s, | Althmnj^hlMLaiannvakkiiiewJ Be iioie the happier lot to own 
tahaBbfJ Myhenvaa^maiaioomaaann. | Abjaf^mammsoaoitho 



No. 298. Work, for the Night is Goming. 

L.W«ntar.r ) 1 j-^ mm. tHamwrn, 




, 1 Work for the ingot is com hnj, Work ttnVttoinorimwhoors; a ( 

H Work while the dew fe sparking, Work 'mid aprhnjmgflow > ra. Work wAan the dap grown 

D.C^-Workfwtbo right wconung, .....*.. When man'e work ■ dona. 
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2 Work, forthe night iscommg, 
* Work through the ammynooi 
FBI brightest boon with labor. 



Give every flying i 

Soiaethawtoknepiaetore; 
Work, lor the mght la 



»3 Work, tor the mghtw 
Under the eaneet aky; 
Wane too bright tinta art 

Work, for daybght **• 
Work tifl the ket 

toahfaeno 



Whan man's wevkia a' 
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No. 299. One Sweetly Solemn Thought 

Mta Pbc** Carty. _ PUN* PUNK- 




ur-er ay heat to-day, to»dsy. Than l have been be -fere. 



Near-er ay boat, Near-er Byboae,Near 
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2 Ntanr my Father's house, 
Where many mansions be; 

Nearer toe great white throne to-day, 
Nearer the crystal sea. 



3 Nearer the bound of fife, 
Where burdens are laid down; 

Nearer to leave the cross to-day, 
And nearer to the crown,. 



4 -Be near me whan my feet 
Are slipping o'er the brink; 

For I am nearer home to-day f 
Perhaps, than now I think. 



No. 300. 

M« A. K* 
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Is My Name Written There? 

t 



FnakM. Davte. 
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1. Lord, i years net for riches, Neither silver nor 

\ book <rf Thy kinrkni^WtthttaiWft.1 to fair, [OmU • ♦ 



i.!wevlden>ectheield>In the 




Teliae, Je-w*,mySev-for, Is ay nsae writ-ten there? Is ay naaewrit-Untheie.Ont^se^wlwsendlairr 
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D. 8.— In, tko book if Thy MnfArn, It mjf mammrittm ttersf 



2 Ix>rd, my sins they are many, Like the sands of the see, 
Bat Thy blood, my Savior, Is sufficient for me; 
For Thy promise is written Irt bright letters that glow, 

"Tho'yoursinsbeasscariet,! wfflmake Iswfikesnow." 



3 Ohl that beautiful ch^y, With mansions etfeht, 
With In glorified beings, In pare garments of white; 
. Where po evil thing cometh To despoil what Is fair; 
Where the angeh\are wakhisf ,1s my name written there? 



No. 301. 

Charles Wesley. 



God is Love. 



J. Stevenson, 

Rbtrain. Fa$Ur. 
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. ( Depth of mer-cy, can there be Her-cystfil re-served for me? ) (God Is tore, I know, I feel; ) 
1 Can my God His wrath for-bear, Me^the chief of sin-ners spare? ) ( Je-sos weeps,' and lores me stfil; > 
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Smoothly. 
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Je - sua weeps, He weeps and loves me ttiD. 

flTiriiii i," J fin ii 



2 Now incline me to repent; 
Let me now my sin lament; 
Now my fool revolt deplore, 
Weep, behove, and sin no more. 

3 There for me the 8avior stands; 
Shows His wounds and spreads His 
God is love, I know, I feel; 
Jems weens, and loves me still. 



No. 302. 

CharlM Woteg. 



My Soul, Arise. 



Ait, by Gabriel 
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1, A,- rise, mj soul, a-rise.Shak* off thy guilt-y lean; The Weeding Sac- ri-iicc In thy be-half appears; 
2." He ev • « lives a-bove, For me to m-tercede;Hbatt-re-deem-ing kite Hienre-ckras blood to plead; 




Before the throne my 8uroty atands,My name is written on Hie handa,My name k writ - ton on His bands. 
His wood atoned tor all on? race, Ajid sprinkles now the thrciieofgrace,AndsprmHe8iK>wthethroi»eof grace. 
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Crq.— HUSpirUan$m$ to tk$ blood, And tttUwu lam born of God, And UUi n* / 



mm torn of God. 



3 Five bleeding wounds He bean, 

Received on Calvary; 
■They pom* effectual prayers, 

They strongly plead for me; 
"Forgive htm, forgive/' they ay, 
"Nor let the ransomed smner die," 
"Nor let the ransomed smner die." 



No. 303. 



Rev. J. B. Atcklnson. 



I The Father beam Him pray, 
His dear Anointed One; 
He cannot tarn away 

The presence of His' Son: 
His Spirit answers to the Wood, 
And tells me I am born of God, 
And tons me I am born of God. 

All for Jesus. 
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5 To God I'm reconciled; 

Hie pardcm^ voice I hear, 
He owns me for His child; 

I can no longer lean 
With confidence I now draw nfgh, 
And "Father, Abba, Father," cry. 
And"Jethcr, Abba,? ether, " my. 
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. ( AB, yes, all I give 

x# \ AB my heart I give 

D. C— Ev . er-more His good ' 

J. j> . i J. 



be4onga to Him; 



be4onga to {OmU 
be-longsto tOmit 



] ffim; 
) Him. 
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Ev - er-more to be His dwell •mg, Ev - er-more Hb praie-ea swell -mg t 
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2 AD, yes, all I give to Jems, 

It belongs to Him; 
All my voice I give to Jens, 

It belongs to Him; 
Pleading for the young and hoary, 
Telling of His power and glory, 
Cfingjng o'er* and o'er the story, 

It belongs to Him. 



All, yes, all I give to Jesns, 

It belongs to Him; 
Ail my love I give to Jesus, 

It belongs to Him; 
Loving Him for love unceasing, 
For His mercy e'er, increasing, 
for His watch-care never ceasing, 

It belongs to Him. 



AB, yes, all I give to Jena, 

It belongs to Him; 
AB my life I give to Ji 

It belongs to Him; 
How by horn* I'll ttve for . 
Day by day ITf work for Jesus, 
Evermore I'll honor J< 

It belong! to Him. 




What a Friend. 
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1. Whit a Friend we have fa Je- ens, AJI Warns art griefs to bear! What* priv44ege to 

D. S.— All be-cauee we do not 
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Ev*'ryth^toGodfapreyerlOwhrtpeaceweoft-eo for* 
Ev • f ry thing to God fa prayer. 
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What a Fraud wo have fa J< 
Al our oat and griefs to boarl 
What a privilege to cany 
Every thing to God in prayer! 
what peace wo often forfeit. 
what oeedleaipajn wo bear, 
Afl because ve do not carry. 
Everything to God hi prayer! 



No. 305. 



2 Have we trials and temptations? 
b there trouble anywhere? 
We shook] never be discouraged. 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 
Can we find a friend so faithful. 
Who wiB all our sorrows share? 
Jesus knows our every weakness. 
Take it to the Lord hi prayer. 

Your Mission. 



3 Ax* we weak and heavy 
Cambered with a toad of care?* 
Precious Savior, otiB our lefngi 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 
Do thy friends elespjesJereako 
Take it to the Lord at prayer* 
In His anna He'll take and ebJehft 
Thou wttt tod ssolaco.then.ttha* 
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1. If you can-not oa the o • cean Sail a • mong the swifoest fleet. Rocking on the high-eat bO-lowt 

2. If you are too weak to jour-oey Up the mountain steep and high.Tou can stand with-in the valey, 

3. If you have not gold aodsil • ver Ev • er read - y to command. If von can-not toward the needy 

4. Do not, then, stand i « die wait-fag For some great-er work to do; While the- fields are white to harvest 
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Lsngb-ing at the storms yon meet. Ton can stand among the safl-ors. Anchored yet whh-m the bay, 
vTkfle the mnl • U • todes go by, You can chant fa hap-py meas-ure As they alow • ry pass a • long; 
Beach an ev • er o-peo band, Yon can vis- it the af - flict-ed, O'er the err - fag you can weep. 
And the Mas - ter caDs for yon. Go and toQ fa an • y vine-yard Do not fear to do or dan; 
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Ton can lend a band to help them, At they launch their boats-away, As they launch their boats away. 
Tho* they may for-get the afag • er„ They win not for - get the song, They wiD not for-get the song. 
Ton can be a true dis • ci - pie, Sitting at the Sav-ior's feet. Sitting at the Sav-ior's foot. 
If yon want a field of la - bor. Yon can find it an - y - where, Too can find it an - y • where. 
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No. 306. The Son of God Goes Forth to War. 




Fir* Tin*. \ 



H.5.Cartfter. 
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L The 8m ol Go* com forth to war. A kinfly crown to fafn:His blood-red buntr 



afar;Wbo follows la Bis tratof 
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Wbo bolt eea drink .bis enp of woe. Triumphant over pain. Who patient bears His cross below. Bo follows hi Bis trass. 
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2 That martyr first, whose eagle eye 
CooJd pierce beyond the grave; 
Who saw Hie Master to the sky; 
And cafled on Him to save, 
like Him.with pardon on His tongne 
la midst of mortal pain, [wrong, 
Hepny*dfor them that did the 
ITav follows in Hit trainf 



3 A noble band, the chosen few, 
On whom the 8pirit came; [knew, 
Twelve valiant saints,their hope they 
And mock'd the cross aad fame. 
They met the tyrant's braudish'd 
The lion's gory mane; [steel, 

They bowed their heads the stroke 
Who follows in their train?[to feel. 



A noble army, men and boys, 
The matron and the maid, 
Around the 8avior*s throne rejoice. 
In robes of light arrayed; 
Tbey climbed the steep ascent of 
Thro' peril, toB, and pain, [heav'n, 
God, to ot may grace be giv'n. 
To follow to their train. 



No. 307. 



Thy Word is a Lamp. 



1 Tky word to to my feet a lamp, 
Ami to my path a fight, 
I wfl perform, as I have sworn,- 

■ Ti keep Thy judgments right. 
I with affietieo very sore 
Am otewbeluied, Lord; 
It mercy raise and quicken me, 
According to Thy word* 

No. 308. 



Patlm 119. Pint er St&ud Am* 
2 The free-will ofPrings of my inouthB 
Accept, I TOicc beseech, 
And unto me, Lord, dp Thoo 
Thy judgments clearly teach. 
Tho* still my soul be to my hand, 
Thy laws PH not forget; 
I erred not from them, tho' for me 
The wicked snares did set. 



1 of Thy 
Above aO tamp mads chofas, 
To be my heritage for aye, 
For they my heart rejoice. 
With care I have my heart iecfinsd. 
That H should stffl attend 
Thy statotes always to observe, 
/^ t^f keep them to the end. 




I. WatU. 



Joy to the World. 
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O. P. Handel. 
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Joy to the worldl the Lord is come; Let earth re-cehre her King; Let ev • 'ry heart pre-pan Him 
Joy to the worldl the Sav-ior reigns;. Let men their songs em-ploy; While fields and flooo^rocks,huls,and 
Mo more let sin and sor- row grow, Nor thorns to-f est the ground; He cornea to make His Wees -togs 
He roles the world with troth and grace, And makes the ju-tioos pro ve The gk> • ries of His 
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noon, Aad heav'n and nature stag, And heav'n and natnre sing, And heav'n, and heav*n and nature stog. 

tototos, Repeat the sounding joy, Re-peat the soonding joy, Re • peat, re - peat the sounding joy. 

few Far as the corse is f ootid. Far as the curse is found. Far as, far as the curse to found. 

Mas, Aad wonders of His love, Aad wonders of His love. And wonders, won-ders of His love. 
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No. 309. 



Jesus, Savior, Pilot Me. 



Edward Hopper. 



F%r*T*n*. 



JtCOonld. 

t 1 . ' 12 B.C. 
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1. Je • no, 8av-ior, p{ • lot me, Over fife's tempestuous tea: i Un-known waves before me rofl„i 
D.C.— Chart and compass come from Thee, Jesus,8avior,pi-lot me. \ Hiding rocks aod treach'rous f shoal; 
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1 Jens, 8avior, pflot me, 
Oftr life's tempestuous sea: 
Unknown wares before me roll, 
Hiding rocks and treach'rons shoal; 
Chart and compass come from Thee. 
Savior, pilot me. 



No. 310. 

A. M. Toptatf*. 



2 As a mother stiDs her child, 
Thou canst hush the ocean wild; 
Boisterous waves, obey Thy will 
When Thou styrt to them'Be saWr 

Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, 
Jems, 8avior, pilot me. 

Rock of Ages. 

Second T*n*. 
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"When at last I near the shore, 
And the fearful breakers roar 
Twix me and the peaceful rest, 
Then, while leaning :on Thy breast. 
May I bear -Thee say to me, 
"Fear not, I will pilot thee." 



Thomaw Hasting*. D c 
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1. Rock of A • gee, deft forme, Let me hide my-eelfin Thee;i Let the wa •tsr and the blood, \ 
). C— Be of am the doub-le cure, 8ave from wrath and make me pare, l FromThy wounded side which flow'd I 




Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee; 
Let the water and the blood, 
From thy wounded side which floWd 
Be of sin the double core, 
Bave from wrath and make me pure 



Could my tears forever flow. 
Could my seal no languor know, 
These for sin Could not atone. 
Thou must save, and Thou alone: 
In my hand no price I bring, 
Simply to Thy cross I cling. 



3 While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eyes shall close in death, 
When I rise to worlds unknown, 
And behold Thee on Thy throne. 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee. 



No. 31 1 Safely Through Another Week. 



John Newton. 



Third Tttnt. 



Arr. by Lowell Mason. 
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j ( Safe • ly thro' an-oth-er week, God has brought us on our way; 1 
(Let ns now a Mess-tag seek, ' 



Waiting m His courts to • day; 




2 WhDs we pray for pard'ning grace, 
Thro' the dear Redeemer's name, 
Show thy reconciled face, 
Take away our sin and shame; 
From ear worldly cares set free, 
Mtf we sett tab day m Thee. 



3 Here we come Thy name to praise; 
Let us feel Thy pesence near; 
Hay Thy glory meet our eyes, 
While we m Thy bouse appear; • 
Here afford ns, Lord, a taste 
Of oar everlasting feast. 



May the gospel's Joyful sound 
Conquer sinners, comfort samta; 
Make the fruits of grace atoned. 
Bring relief to all complaints; 
Thus may all our Sabbaths prove* • 
TQI we join the church above. 



No. 312. Gome, Thou Almighty King. 

Charles Wesley. ^^ FeUee QlerdbiL 



* 
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1. Gone, The* Al • might - y King, Help ns Thy name to ring, Help us to praise: Fa - ther afl- 

2. Come, Thou in -Tar -nate Word, Gird on Thy might -y sword, Our prayer at-tend; Come, and Thy 

3. Come, ho - ly Com « fort - er, Thy sa - cred wit - nets bear In this glad hour; Tboa who eJ- 

4. To the great One b Three, The high - est prats - es be Hence, ev-er morel His sov'reign 
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gk) - ri-ous, O'er all vie - to - ri - ous, Come, and reign o • ver ua, An - cient oi daysl 
peo - pie bless, And give Thy Word sne • cess: Spir -it of .hoi • i -ness, On us de - scendl 
might - y art, Now rale in ev • *ry heart, And ne'er from as de-part. Spir - it of pow'rl 
maj - es - ty May we in gio - ry see, And to e - ter - m - ty Love and a - dorel 
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No. 313. Worship. 

Tune Lyon*. 

1 worship the King all glorious above, 
And gratefully sing His wonderful love; 

Oar Shield and Defender, the Ancient of dayi, 
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with praise. 

2 tell of His might, and sing of His grace, 
Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space; 
.His chariots of wrath the deep thunderclouds form, 

And dark is His path on the wings of the storm, 

3 Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite? 
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light, 

It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
And sweetly distills in the dew and the rain. 

4 PraQ children of dust, and feeble as frail, 
In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fail; 
Thy mercies how tender! how firm to the endl 
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend, 



No. 314. Ye Servants. 

Tune Lpont, 

1 Ye servants of God, your Master proclaim, 
And publish abroad His wonderful name; 
The name all victorious of Jesus extol; 
His kingdom is glorious: He rules' over all. 

2 God ruleth on high, almighty to save; 
And still He is nigh: His presence we have; 
The great congregation His triumph shall sing, 
Ascribing salvation to Jesus, our King. 

3 "Salvation to God, who sits on the throne," 
Let all cry aloud, and honor the Son, 

The praises of Jesus the angels proclaim, 

Fall down on their faces, and worship the Lamb* 

4 Then let us adore,, and give Him His right- 
All glory and power, and wisdom and might; 
All honor and blessing, with angels above, 
And thanks never ceasing, for infinite love. 



No. 315. 

Sir Robert Oratrt. 



Lyons. 10s, lis, 



Francis Joseph Hayden. 




1. wor - ship the King all - glo - rious a - bove, And grate-fuMy sing His won - der - ful love; 
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Our Shield and De-tend-er, the An-dent of days, Pa • vfl-loned In splen-dor, and gird - ed with praiae. 
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No. 316. 



How firm a foundation. 



Fird Tun*. 

J- 



Anne Steele. 
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1. How Ann a faun-da- tion, ye saints of the Lord, Is laid lor your faith in Hie ex - eel-lent word! 
2."Fear not; I am with thee; be not duVmayed! For I am thy God, I will still give thee aid; 
3. "When through the deep waters I call thee to go, The ri? - era of sor - row shall not -o - Ter-fiow, 
4. "When through fiery tri-als thy path-way shall lie, My grace, all-euf - fi-cient, shail be thy sop-ply, 
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What more can He say than to you He hath said, To you, who for ref-uge to Je - sus hate fled? 
Ill strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand Up - held by my gra-cious, om-nip - o-tent hand. 
For I will be with thee.thytri- ate to Ness, And sane- ti-fy to thee thy deep-eet dis- tress. 
The flame shall not hurt thee— I on - ly de - sign Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to re - fine. 
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6"E'en down to old age, all my people shall prove 
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love; 
And when hoary hairs shall their templet adorn, 
Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne. 

No. 317. My Shepherd. 

Firtt or Second Turn* 

1 The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I know; 
I feed in green pastures, safe folded I rest; 

He leadeth my soul where the etill waters flow, 
Restores me when wand'ring, redeems when oppressed. 

2 Thro 4 the valley and shadow of death tho' I stray, 
8ince Thou art my Guardian, no evil I fear; 

Thy rod shall defend me, Thy staff be my stay; 
No harm can befall with my Comforter near. 

3 In the midst of affliction my table is spread; 
With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er; 
With perfume and oil Thou annointest my head; 

what shall I ask of Thy providence more? 

4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God, 
8tffl fouow my steps till I meet Thee above. 

1 seek by the path which my fore-fathers trod. 
Thro' the land of their sojourn, Thy kingdom of love. 



6"The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose, 
I wOl not, I will not, desert to bis foes; 
That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake, 
I'll never, no, never, no, never forsake." 

No. 318. Delay Not. 

Firtt or Seeond Tun*. 

1 Delay not, delay not, sinner, draw near. 
The waters of life are now flowing for theef 
No price is demanded, the Savior is here, 
Redemption is purchased, salvation is free. 

2 Delay not, delay not, why longer abuse 
The love and compassion of Jesus, thy God? 
A fountain is open, how canst thou refuse 

To wash and be cleansed in His pardoning blood? 

3 Delay not, delay not, sinner, to come, 
For Mercy still lingers and calls thee today: 
Her voice is not heard in the vale-of the tomb; 
Her message, unheeded, will soon pass away. 

4 Delay not, delay not, the Spirit of grace 

Long grieved and resisted, may take his sad flight. 
And leave thee in darkness to finish thy race, 
To sink in the gloom of eternity's night. 



No. 319. How firm a Foundation. 

Qeorge Keith. 



Second Tune, 
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Portogallo. 
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1. flow firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord, Is laid for your faith in His excellent word! What more can He 



a^^i 



m ti u w mm 



m 



* 



tmMu 



FTP 




^mat A^mm M B 



•ay than to roa He hath said. To you,who for refuge to Jesus have fled? To jon.who for refuge to Jesashave fled? 
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No. 320. , Jesus of Nazareth Passeth By. 



Fim ZVse. 




2^1 
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tthis safer, anxious throBf, 
! These wondrous tuth'risss day by say? Whet 



r f i F f rT r tfT f i f ff if r [ ir if ff t ' 



*J r 'UJjj . A'U JJjy j J M' r 'iLLn rji» I, ■ 

three* reply: -J«-m of Nssanth sssettn by," In accents hash** the threat reply: "Jesus of Nasareta facet* by." 
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IWhofctaftWemrwhyauooJdHe B Jews! Tie He who once 



The dry move so nughtflyt 
A paring stranger, has He skill 
To novo the multitude at win? 



Ann the stirring notes reply: 
"Jem of Naiareth passeth by." 

No. 321. ' 




Xsn's pathway trod, 'mid pain and 
And bnrdsn'd ones, where'er fie caw 
Brotoot their skkisi deaf inflame. 
The blind rejoiced to hear the cry: 
"Jesus of Nazareth passeth by." 

Sweet Hour of Prayer. 

W.W. Walford. S—mdTune. Wm. B. Bradbury . 

r i i s — ft** 



Htt holy footprints we can trace. 
He paaeeth at our wkesholl-Hwy, 
He epters—condes co nd s to stay. 
8ha0 we not gladly raiee the cry— 
"Jem of Nasaretfc passeth by." 
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, 1 8we*hourof prsyer,sweethooxofprayer,Tbatc^ L Jlneessoaa 



, f 8we*hooxof prsyer,sweethooxofprayer,Tbrt ■* /In 

^•Aad bids me, at my Father's throne,Maks all my wants and f wiehmkiiewiUtMysonleas 

D.C.— And oft os-caped the tempter's snare, Ifcthy 
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2 Sweet how of prayer, ewotf how of 
Thsfeyslfed.thebhssl share, [prayer, 
Of those whose auzioas spirits ham 
With strong desires for thy *etem! 
Whh each I hasten to the place 
Wheie,Goa\my 8atbr^howsHbfaee, 
And gladry take my station there, 



3 Sweet hov of prayer, ewesthov of 
Thy wings thafl my petition bear[prayer 
To Him, whose tfrthaadfajthfehsoi 
Ei«ago the waiting sowl to blms: 
And since He bids me seek His face. 
Believe His word, and trust His grass, 
111 cast on Him my every ears. 



Mo. 322. Prom Every Stormy Wind that Blows. 

ttaChStowtO. IW1W 
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1. Prom er-'ry storm -y wind that blows, Prom er-'ry sirdKng tide of woee, There ie a r _ 

2. There is a place where Je • ens sheds The oil of glad - neat on our heads; A place than al ha* 
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snrSfe«trsati , TwfossdbeBooAthomer»cy seat. 
eloWmoistwo^Ubthsblocd^woght 



13 There ■ a 
Where friend horns fellowship with friend; 
~~ far, by faith they most 




4 There, there on eagle wags we eoar. 
And sm and sense molest no more; 

to 



No. 3B8 
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« \ God of our fa-thers known of old, Lord of our far fluff bat » tie Hoe, > 

( Beneath whose awful hand we hold Do • mm - ton o • ver palm and ptoe; j Lord God of 

* | The tn-mqlt and the- shoot-fag dies, The cap-tains and the kings de • part; *i 

I Still stands Thine ancient sac - ri - floe An hum -hie and a con-trite heart; /Lord God of 




wuff HnH r r if r r r if i*t\ 



^.'HJj i j.jjjyii m il 



Hoots, be with us yet, Lest we f or-get, left we for - get. 
Hosts, be with ta yet, Lett we for-get, hat we for -get. 



| | |Q Judged 



3 Far caDed our navies melt away , 
On done and headland sinks the fire, 
To all oar pomp of yesterday; 
la one with Nineveh and Tyre; 
Judge of the nations spare at jet, 
forget, lest we fosgsft* 



No. 324. 



of Our* Fathers. 



1 Faith of onr fathers! tiring still 
In spite of dungeon, fire and 

sword: [joy 

liow our hearts beat high with 
Whene'er we hear that glorious word 
Faith of oar fathers! holy faith] 
We will be true to Thee tin death! 



No. 325. 
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Oar fathers chained mprisonadark, 
Were still m heart and conscience 
free; [fate, 

How sweet would be their children*! 
If they,Dketiiem.could diefor Thee! 
Faith of our fathers! holy'faith! 
We will be true to Thee ti ll deat h! 

America: 

The National Boo* of 



3 



Faith of our fathers! we w&Tlove 
Both friend and foe m al oar 

strife: . [how, 

And preach Thee,too, as lore knows 
By kindly words and virtuous fife: 
Faith of oar fathers! holy faith! 
We will be true to Thee tin death! 



•7. n^miuii Tm National Bona « America. ssisxvaw* 
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1. My coon-try! 'tis of thee, Sweet land of Kb • or - ty,Of thee I she 

3. If y na - tive conn - try thee, Land of the no • hie, free. Thy name I lore; I love thy 
a, Let mu -sic swell the breeze, And ring from all the trees Sweet freedom's song; Let mor-tal 

4. Oar father's God! to Thee, Au-thor of Hb - er • ty, To Thee we . sing; Long may oar 
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fa - then died, Land of the pfl-grim's pride, From ev - 'ry mountain side, Let free-dom ring! 



rocks and rills, Thy woods and tem-pled hois, My heart with rap - tare thrills Like that a • bore, 
tongues awake,Let all that breathe par-take, Let rocks their si - lence break, The sound pro- long, 
land be bright With free-dom's ho - ly light, Pro • tect as by Thy might. Great God, oar King! 
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No. 326. 

1 God save oar gracious King, 
Long five oar noble King, 
" God save the King; 
8end Urn victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over as, 
God save the Bag. 



God Save the King. 



Tbm National Son* of Britain. 
2 Thro' every changing scone, 
Lord, preserve oar King, 

Long may he reign; 
His heart inspire and more 
With wisdom from above, 
And in a nation's love 
His throne maintain* 



3 Thy choicest gifts in store, 
On him be pleased to poor. 

Long may he reign; 
May ha defend oar laws, 
And ever give ns cause, 
To sing with heart ami voice, 

God save the Kmg, 



No. 337. The Lord Is My Shepherd. 



Lento. Solo in Alto. 



T. Koschat. Arr.byF. E.B. 




1. The Lord is my Shepherd, no want 8halTl know, I feed ta greenpastures,safa 
2.Thro'the val-ler and shad-ow of death tho' I stray. Since Thou art my Guardian, no 
8. In the midst of af - flic - tion my ta - ble is spread, With blessings nn-measured my 
4, Let goodness and mer- cy, my boun-ti - ful God, Still f ol - low my steps till I 
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rest; He lead-ethmy soul where the still wa-ters flow, Re-stores me when 
e - Til I fear; Thy rod shall de-fend me. Thy staff be my stay; No harm can be- 
cup run-neth o'er; With perfume and oil Thou an-nointest my head;Oh, what shall I 
meet Thee a-bove. I seek by the path which my fore-fathers trod 1 Thro , the land of their 

2=t 




wamTnng^redeems when oppress V 



i me when wand*ring,redeem8when oppressed. 



fall with my Com-f ort-er near; No harm can be - fall with my Com-f ort-er near. 
ask of Thypror-i-dencamoreTOh. what shall I ask of Thy pro v-i-dence more? 
so - journ. Thy king-dom of k>Ye,Thro' the land of their sojourn. Thy king-dom of lore. 
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No. 328. 

ILL. Tr. by F. B. BDa 



A Mighty fortress. 




Kabtqi Lotos. 




1* A might-y fort-ress is our God, A bul-wark ner-er faif- ing; Our help-er fie a- 
2. Did we in our own strength confide,Onr striying would be losing; Were not the right laa 
8. And tho* this world,with devils flll'd\Should threaten to uu-do us, We will not fear, for 




ndd the flood Of mor-tal ills pre-vail-ing. For stfll our ancient foe Doth seek to work his 
on our side/The Han of God's own choosing. Doth ask who that may be?Christ Jesus,it is 
God hath will'd His truth to triumph thro'us.Let goods and kindredgo.This mortal life al- 
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woe; His craft andpow*r are great, And arm'd with cruel hate, On earth is not his e-quaL 
hel LordSab-aothis His name,From age to age the same; And He must win the bat-tie. 
so; The bod - y they may kUl,*God's troth a-bid-eth still, His kingdom is for - e? - er. 




No. 329. Battle Hymn of the Republic. 




MtMr, "Otocy IUM4A. 
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1. 10m eyes hare seen the gto-ry of the com-'mg of the Lord; Ho is trama-fing out the 
2. 1 hate seen Him m the watch-fires of a hun-dred en^eBng camps; They hate buflded Him an 

3. Ho hot toond-ed forth the trump-et mot shell nor - or call re - treat; He ii rift - tag oat the 

4. In the been • ty of me U - Set, Christ wee bora a --cross the tea, With a glo • ry m His 
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lia-tage whore the grapes of wrath areetored; He hath loosed toe fate-ral light-ring of Ha tor- ri- 
al • tar m the ere - nmg dews and dampe; I can read Hit rigbt-oonj sentence by the dim and 
hearts of men be - fore Hjs judg-taont teat; be swift, my soul, to an - ewer Him! be jo • tt> 
bo- asm that trans - fig - ares you and me; As He died to make men ho - r/, let as die to make 
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bis swift sword; His tram la marching on* 

fiat- mg lamps, Ha day is maithing on. i Glo • ry! gto-ry, haHe - ra-jahl Glo-ryl glo-ry;hal-te-ta-jahl 

hat my swt, Oar God ■ inarching oiMGw^ 

make mem tree, Whfle God is inarching on. 
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No. 330. 



God Be With You. 



J. B.Rajsldii. D.D 



.W. O. Tomer. 




1. God bo with yon tin we meet again, By His counsels gtdde, uphold you, With His sheep securely fold yon, 

2. God be win yon tffl we meet again, TOeamHk wings securely bide you, Daily manna still di-videyoag. 

U. -\ + + ***- 




God be with yon 



TBI' 



till we meet, TBI we meet at Jo • ass' 

tillw* mm* a-ttia* 
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3 God be with yon tffl we meet again, 
When life's perils thick confound yon, 
Put His arms unfailing round yon, 
God be with you tfli wo meet again. 

4 God be with you tfll we meet again, 
Keep lore's banner floating o'er you, 
Smite death's threat'mng ware before you, 
God be with you tffl we meet again. 



No. 331. All Hail the Power of Jesus' Name, 

B. PcrrooeC. Fu-sf Turn*. 
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L All hail the pow[r of Jetu* nam*! Utanc^pro«tnt« fall t L«t uf*lipfOitntoteD:Briafffortli the royal 
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Hia, Crown Hia, erowa Hia^crowa Bis; 
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rown Hia, crowa Hia,crown Hia,crown Hia,And crows Hut Lord 
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im,Ai>d <rowe Hia Lord of aU^wafliavtad erowa Bta Lord of afil 
Hia, Crown HJa, crowa.*.. flia; 
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erowa Hia, erowa Hia, crown Hia, Crowa Hia; And erowa Hia Lord of tin 



seed of Israel's race, 
from the fall; 



crowa Him Lord of aL 



3 Let every kindred, every tribe* 
On this terrestrial befl. 
To Hon aO majesty sstrib* 
And crown Has 1^ of alt. 



4 that with yonder eecrad throof 
We at His feet may fall. 
Well join the everlasting i 
Asd crown Bjb LonofiL 



No. 332. All Hail the Power of Jesus' Name. 

Edward Pwrrooet 9mad Tun*. OftVer HeldM. 

w'rof Je-ra' name, Let an-gds pros-trate fall; Bring forth the roy-al 61 -a- den, 
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No. 333. 

Edward Perronet. 




All Mail the Power. 

tUrd 1W Wmtaa SbrakMta. 
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1. AH hail the pow'r of Je - ana' name, Let an - gob pros-trate fall; 



forth the roy-al 
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crown Hub, erowa Him, crown Him, Crowa Hha Lord of 
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Responsive Readings. 



NO. 334. , Psalm 51. 

1 Have mercy upon me. O God, 
according to thy loving kindness: 
according unto the multitude of thy 
tender mercies blot out my trans- 
gressions. 

2 Wash me thoroughly from mine 
iniquity, and cleanse me from my 
sin. 

3 For I acknowledge my trans- 
gressions: and my sin is ever before 
me. 

4 Against thee, thee only, have I 
sinned, and done this evil in thy 
sight: that thou mightest be justi- 
fied when thou speakest, and be 
clear when thou judgest. 

5 Behold, I was shapen in iniquity; 
and in sin did my mother conceive 
me. 

6 Behold, thou desirest truth in 
the inward parts: and in the hidden 
part thou shalt make me to know 
wisdom. 

7 Purge me with hyssop, and I 
shall be clean; wash me, and I shall 
be whiter than snow. 

8 Make me to hear joy and glad- 
ness ; that the bones which thou hast 
broken may rejoice. 

9 Hide thy face from my sin, «nd 
blot out all mine iniquities. 

1 Create in me a clean heart, O 
God ; and renew a right spirit with- 
in me. 

11 Cast me not away from thy 
presence; and take not thy holy 
spirit from me. 

1 2 Bestore unto me the joy of 
thy salvation; and uphold me with 
thy free spirit. 

13 Then will I teach transgressors 
thy ways; and sinners shall be con- 
verted unto thee. 

14 Deliver me from bloodguilti- 
ness, O God, thou God of my salva- 
tion : and my tongue shall sing aloud 
of thy righteousness. 

15 O Lord, open thou my lips; 
and my mouth shall shew forth thy 
praise. 

16 For thou desirest not sacri- 
fice; else would I give it: thou de- 
lightest not in burnt offering. 

17 The sacrifices of God are a 
broken spirit: a broken and a con- 
trite heart, O God, thou wilt not 
despise. 



18 Do good in thy good pleasure 
unto Zion: build thou the walls of 
Jerusalem. 

19 Then shalt thou be pleased 
with the sacrifices of righteousness, 
with burnt offering and whole burnt 
offering; then shall they offer bul- 
locks upon thine altar. 

NO. 335. Isaiah 53. 

1 Who hath believed our report f 
and to whom is the arm of the Lord 
revealed f 

2 For he shall grow up before 
him as a tender plant, and as a 
root out of a dry ground; he hath 
no form nor comeliness; and when 
we shall see him, there is no beauty 
that we should desire him. 

3 He is despised and rejected of 
men ; a man of sorrows, and ac- 
quainted with grief: and we hid as 
it were our faces from him; he was 
despised, and we esteemed him not. 

4 Surely he hath borne our griefs, 
and carried our sorrows ; yet we did 
esteem him stricken, smitten of God, 
and afflicted. 

5 But he was wounded for our 
transgressions, he was bruised for 
our iniquities: the chastisement of 
our peace was upon him; and with 
his stripes we are healed. 

6 All we like sheep have gone as- 
tray; we have turned every one to 
his own way; and the Lord hath 
laid on him the iniquity of us all. 

No. 336. Psalm 90. 

1 Lord, thou hast been our dwell- 
ing-place in all generations. 

2 Before the mountains were 
brought forth, or ever thou hadst 
formed the earth and the world, 
even from everlasting to everlast- 
ing, thou art God. 

3 Thou turnest man to destruc- 
tion; and sayest, Beturn, ye chil- 
dren of men. 

4 For a thousand years in thy 
sight are but as yesterday when it 
is past, and as a watch in the night. 

5 Thou earnest them away 80 
with a flood ; they are as a sleep ; is 
the morning they are like grass which 
groweth up, __ 



Responsive Readings* 



e In the morning it flourishetb, 
and groweth up; in the evening it 
ie eat down, and withereth. 

7 For we are consumed by tbine 
anger, and by thy wratb are we 
troubled. , . 

8 Tbou has set our iniquities be- 
fore thee, our secret sins in the 
fight of thy countenance. 

For all our days are passed 
away in thy wrath: we spend our 
years as a tale that is told. 

10 The days of our yeara are 
three-score years and ten: and if by 
reason of strength they be four- 
score years, yet is their strength 
labour and sorrow; for it is soon cut 
off, and we fly away. 

11 Who knoweth the power of 
thine anger* Even according to thy 
fear, so is thy wrath. 

12 So teach us to number our 
days, that we may apply our hearts 
unto wisdom. 

13 Keturn, O Lord, how long* 
And let it repent thee concerning 
thy servants. 

14 O satisfy us early with thy 
mercy; that we may rejoice and be 
glad all our days. 

15 Make us glad according to the 
days wherein thou hast afflicted us, 
and the years wherein we have seen 
evil. 

1 6 Let thy work appear unto thy 
servants, 'and thy glory unto their 
children. 

17 And let the beauty of the Lord 
our God be upon us: and establish 
thou the work of our hands upon 
us: yea, the work of our hands es- 
tablish thou it. 

NO. 337. John 3: 1-18. 

1 There was a man of the Phari- 
sees, named Nicodemus, a ruler of 
the Jews : 

2 The same came to Jesus by 
night, and said unto him, Rabbi, we 
know that thou art a teacher come 
from God; for no man can do these 
miracles that thou doest, except God 
be with him. 

3 Jesus answered and said unto 
him, Verily, verily, I say unto thee, 
Except a man be born again, he 
cannot see the kingdom of God. 



4 Nicodemus said unto him, How 
can a man be born when he is oldf 
can he enter the second time into, 
his mother's womb, and be bornf 

5 Jesus answered, Verily, verily, 
I say unto thee, Except a man be 
born of water and of the Spirit, he 
cannot enter into the kingdom of 
God. 

6 That which is born of the flesh 
is flesh; and that which is born of 
the Spirit is spirit. 

7 And as Moses lifted up the 
serpent in the wilderness; even so 
must the Son of man be lifted up: 

8 That whosoever believeth in him 
should not perish, but have eternal 
life. 

9 For God so loved the world, 
that he gave his only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth in him 
should not perish, but have ever- 
lasting life. 

10 For God sent not his Son in- 
to the world to condemn the world; 
but that the world through him 
might be saved. 

11 He that believeth on him is 
not condemned ; but he that believeth 
not is condemned already; because 
he hath not believed in the name of 
the only begotten Son of God. 



NO. 338. Isaiah 55. 

1 Ho, every one that thirsteth, 
come ye to the waters, and he that 
hath no money; come ye, buy, and 
eat; yea, come, buy wine and milk 
without money and without price. 

2 Wherefore do ye spend money 
for that which is not bread f and 
your labour for that which satis- 
fieth nott hearken diligently unto 
me, and eat ye that which is good, 
and let your soul delight itself in 
fatness. 

3 Incline your ear, and come un- 
to me; hear, and your sdul shall 
live; and I will make an everlast- 
ing covenant with you, even the sure 
mercies of David. 

4 Behold. I have given him for a 
witness to the people, a leader and 
commander to the people. 



AWpUVUlit ▼ " ■WBUUIftffl 



5 Behold, thou shalt call a nation 
that thou knowest not, and nations 
that knew not thee shall ran unto 
thee because of the Lord thy God, 
and for the Holy One of Israel; for 
he hath glorified thee. 

6 Seek ye the Lord while he may 
be found, call ye upon him while he 
is near: 

7 Let the wicked forsake his way, 
and the unrighteous man his 
thoughts; and let him return unto 
the Lord, and he will have mercy 
upon him; and to our God, for he 
will abundantly pardon. 

NO. 339. Psalm 142. 

1 I cried unto the Lord with my 
Voice; with my voice unto the Lord 
did I make my supplication. 

2 I poured out my complaint be- 
fore him; I shewed before him my 
trouble. 

3 When my spirit was over- 
whelmed within me, then thou knew- 
est my path. In the way wherein I 
walked nave they privily laid a snare 
for me. 

4 I looked on my right hand, and 
beheld, but there was no man that 
would know me: refuge failed me; 
no man cared for my soul. 

5 I cried unto thee, O Lord: I 
said, Thou art my refuge and my 
portion in the land of the living. 

6 Attend unto my cry; for I am 
brought very low; deliver me from 
my persecutors; for they are stronger 
than I. 

7 Bring my soul out of prison, 
that I may praise thy name: the 
righteous shall compass me about: 
for thou shalt deal bountifully with 
me. 



NO. 340. Psalm 121. 

1 I will lift up mine eyes unto 
the hills, from whence cometh my 
help. 

2 My help cometh from the Lord, 
which made heaven and earth. 

3 He will not suffer thy foot to 
be moved: he that keepeth thee will 
hot slumber. 



4 Behold, he that keepeth Israel 
shall neither slumber nor sleep. 

5 The Lord is thy keeper: the 
Lord is thy shade upon thy right 
hand. 

6 The sun shall not smite thee by 
day, nor the moon by night. 

7 The Lord shall preserve thee 
from all evil: he shall preserve thy 
soul. 

8 The Lord shall preserve thy go- 
ing out and thy coming in from this 
time forth, and even for evermore. 



NO. 341., Psalm 1. 

1 Blessed is the man that walk- 
eth not in the counsel of the un- 
godly, nor standeth in the way of 
sinners, nor sitteth in the seat of 
the scornful. 

2 But his delight is in the law 
of the Lord; and in his law doth 
he meditate day and night. 

3 And he shall be like a tree 

Elanted by the rivers of water, that 
ringeth forth his fruit in his sea- 
son; his leaf also shall not wither; 
and whatsoever he doeth shall pros- 
per. 

4 The ungodly are not so: but 
are like the chaff which the wind 
driveth away. 

5 Therefore the ungodly shall not 
stand in the judgment, nor sinners 
in the congregation of the right- 
eous. 

6 For the Lord knoweth the way 
of the righteous: but the way of 
the ungodly shall perish. 



NO. 342. Matthew 11: 20-30. 

1 Then began he to upbraid the 
cities wherein most of his mighty 
works were done, because they re- 
pented not: 

2 Woe unto thee, Chorazin! woe 
unto thee, Bethsaida! for if the 
mighty works which were done in 
you had been done in Tyre and 
Sidon, they would have repented 
long ago in sackcloth and ashes. 



Responsive Readings. 



3 But I Bay unto you, It shall be 
more tolerable for Tyre and Sidon 
at the day of judgment, than for 
you. 

4 And thou Capernaum, which art 
exalted unto heaven, shall be brought 
down to hell; for if the mighty 
works, which have been done in 
thee, had been done in Sodom, it 
would have remained until this day. 

5 But I say unto you, That it 
shall be more tolerable for the land 
of Sodom in the day of judgment, 
than for thee. 

6 At that time Jesus answered 
and said, I thank thee, O Father, 
Lord of heaven and earth; because 
thou hast hid these things from the 
wise and prudent, and hast revealed 
them unto babes. 

7 Even so, Father : for so it Beemed 
good in thy sight. 

8 All things are delivered unto 
me of my Father; and no man 
knoweth the Son, but the Father; 
neither knoweth any man the Father, 
save the Son, and he to whomsoever 
the Son will reveal him. 

9 Come unto me, all ye that labour 
and are heavy laden, and I will give 
you rest. 

10 Take my yoke upon you, and 
learn of me; for I am meek and 
lowly in heart; and ye shall find rest 
unto your souls. 

11 For my yoke is easy, and my 
burden is light. 



No. 343. 

t 

Matthew 13: 24-30; 36-43. 

1 Another parable put he forth 
unto them, saying, The kingdom of 
heaven is likened unto a man which 
soweth good seed in his field: 

2 But while men slept, his enemy 
came and sowed tares among the 
wheat, and went his way. 

3 But when the blade was sprung 
up, and brought forth fruit, then ap- 
peared the tares also. 

SS— 16 



4 So the servants of the house* 
holder came and said unto him, Sir, 
didst not thou sow good seed in thy 
field f from whence then hath it 
taresf 

5 He said unto them, An enemy 
hath done this. The servants said 
unto him, Wilt thou then that we go 
and gather them up. 

6 But he said, Nay; lest while ye 
gather up the tares, ye root up also 
the wheat with them. 

7 Let both grow together until 
the harvest; and in the time of har- 
vest I will say to the reapers, Gather 
ye together first the tares, and bind 
them in bundles to burn them; but 
gather the wheat into my barn. 

8 Then Jesus sent the multitude 
away, and went into the house: and 
his disciples came unto him, saying, 
Declare unto us the parable of the 
tares of the field. 

9 He answered and said unto 
them, He that soweth the good seed 
is the Son of man; 

10 The £eld is the world; the 
good seed are the children of the 
kingdom ; but the tares are the chil- 
dren of the wicked one; 

11 The enemy that soweth them is 
the devil; the harvest is the end of 
the world: and the reapers are the 
angels. 

1 2 As therefore the tares are 
gathered and burned in the fire; 
so shall it be in the end of this 
world. 

13 The Son of man shall send 
forth his angels, and they shall 
gather out of his kingdom all things 
that offend, and them which do in- 
iquity; 

14 And shall cast them into a 
furnace of fire; there shall be wail- 
ing and gnashing of teeth. 

15 Then shall the righteous shine 
forth as the sun in the kingdom of 
their Father. Who hath ears to 
hear, let him hear. 



No. 344. 



Gloria Patri, No. 1. 




Glo- ijr be to the Fa-tbsr, and to the 8on, and to the Ho 
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wii in the be - gio - ning, k now, and ev • « shall be, world with-out end. A - men, A - men 
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No. 345. 



Gloria Patri, No. 2. 



i 
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Gregorian. 
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Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Ho - ly Ghost; 

Aa it waa in the beginning, ie now, and ev - er shall be, world with- out end. A - 
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No. 346. 

PnaJm 100* 



All People that on Earth do Dwell. 

LouU Bourgeota. 
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1. All poo - pie that on earn do dwell, Sing to the Lord with eheer-fn] voicejffim serve with mirth, His 

2. Know that the Lord it God in-deed; With-out onr aid He did na make;We are Hh) flock, He 
Praiu Godfnm vat* aU kUui%$ $ JUw,Praim flim ett treat arte am Mew; Ptaim Bin e • sees ye 
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praise forth teD.Come ye be • fore Hun and re • joke. 



doth us feed. And lor His sheep He deth ns take. 
aeav'nly huts; Praiu Father, Sen ami Be - I jl^HUoJ. 
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3 enter then His gates with joy. 

Within His courts His praise prednmi 

Let thankful songs yonr tongues employ, 

bless and magnify His 



4 Because the Lord ev God ■ good. 
Hie mercy is forever sure; 
His truth at aB timet firmly stood, 
And shaO from age to age endnre. 



No. 347. 

Tbo*. Kmb. 



Praise God. 



Rev. Oeorgc Coins 




y> Kev. ueorgt wetee 



Praise God from whom aH blessings flow: Praise Him all creatures here below; Prak* Hun above ye heav*nry hosts; 
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se Faaer*8oQ,nd Hoi? Ghoet.Praiae God from whom all Ueasmgi floWjPraise Rim all creatures here below; 

if i' l ii iTfr ii' ^ ' ii'rriiifi'Tifiiiitii 



Patriotic and Missionary. 



No. 348 



Zion, Haste. 



James Wakh. 




1.0 Zi -on, haste, thy mk-don high ful- M -ing, To tell to all the 

2. Be - hold how man - y thousands stDl an ly - ing, Bound in the dark-some 

3. Pro-claim to ev - 'ry peo-ple, tongue and na-tion That God in Whom they 

4. Give of Thy sons to bear the message glorious; Give of thy wealth to 







world that God is Light; That He who made all na-tionsb not will 
pris • on-honse of sm v With none to tell them of the Say-ior's dy - 
hre and move is love: Tell how He stooped to saye His lost cre-a- 
speed them on their way; Poor out thy soul for them in prayer vie- to - 



.mg 

mgt 
tion, 

rions; 




One soul should per -ish, lost in shades of night. 

Or of the fife He died for them to win. 

And died on earth that man ought five a -bore. 

And all thou spend-est Je-suswul re-pay. 



Pub -lieh glad tf-dmgs. 




No. 349 

CH.G. 



Send the Light 

eorVWQHT, 1MO, IV OHAt. H. OAMUCU 



Chas. K Gabriel 




mijtifii. 



1. There's a call comes ring-fag o'er the rest-less wave,' 'Send the light! 

2. We hare heard the Mac - e- do-nian call to - day, "Send the light! 

3. Let us pray that grace may ev-'ry-where a-bound; Send the light! 

4. Let os not growwear-y fa the work of love; Send the lightl 

Send the Bghtt 




Send the light!" There are souls to res-cue, there are souls to save, 

Send the light!' 9 And a gold -en of-f'ringat the cross we lay, 

Send the light! And a Christ-like spir - it ev - 'ry-where be found, 

Send the light! Let ns gath-er jew -els for a crown a-bove, 

Send the light! 




Send the fight! Send the light! Send the light! the 

Send the light! Send thought! Send the light! 




bless-ed gos - pel light; Let it shine from shore to 

the bless - ed gos - pel light; Let it shine 







shore! shine for-ev - er - more. 

from shore to shore! Let it shine for-ev - ex-more. 
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No. 350. 



Will You Go? 



COPYRIGHT, 1S1S, BY M- HOMER CUNNINGS. 

Rev. M. Homer Cummln^s. cunnings * aoams, owners. 



Will H. Adams. 




1. Lo, a cry to-day is heard,Will you go? 'Tis an echo from the Word, 

2. Send the message o'er the sea, Will you go? Of sal- va-tion, full and free, 

3. Bear the news or er all the world-Wilf you go ? Let His banner be unfurled, 

4. There is dan-ger in de-lay, Will you go? Souls are dy-ing ev'ry day, 

go, go? 




Will you go? Tell to nations far and wide That the Lord was cru-ci-fied, 
Will you go? Bid the lost ones,bound by sin,Per-fect peace and freedom win, 
Will you go? Shout a-loud the glad refrain, -ver mountain, hill and plain, 
Will you go? They are sink-fog in despair, With no word from you or prayer; 

go,go? r> & 
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That for them He bled and died, Will you go?T T 

Bring, bring the wand'rers in, Will you go? Will you go? 

Christ our King shall come to reign, Will you go? 

Go and tell tnem that you care, Will you go? go, go? Will yon go? 

f f ,-r -4 
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Will you go? With the tidings of great joy, Will you go? Christian 

Will you go? v go,, go. go? 
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workers,we call on you, Will you go, go, go? Will you go, go, gift 

go, go, go, go, go? 



Mo. 351 



The Red, White and Dlue. 







1. Co-lum-bia! the gem o! the o-cean, The home oi the brave and the free; 

2. When war winged its wide dea-o-la-tion, And threatened the land to de-form, 

3. Then, sons of Co-lum-bia, come hither, And join in our nation's sweet hymn; 

ai.. ... JlA " " -^' 




The shrine of each patriot's de-yo-tion, A world offers homage to thee. 

The ark then of freedom's foundation, Go - lum-bia rode safe thro' the storm; 
May the wreaths they have won never wither, Nor the stars of their glory grow dim! 




p j fwtfmra 



Thy mandates make heroes assemble, When Lib-er-ty's form stands in view; 

With her garlands of vic-t'ry around her, When so proudly she bore her brave crew, 
May the serv-ice, u - nit-ed,ne'er sev-er, But they to their col-ors prove true! 




Thy banners make tyr-an-ny tremble, When borne by the red, white and blue. 
With her flag proudly waving before her, The boast of the red, white and blue. 
The Ar-my and Na-vy for-ev - er, Three cheers for the red, white and blue. 

A 




When borne by the red, white and blue, When borne by the red, white and blue; 
The boast of the red, white and blue, The boast of the red, white and blue; 
Three cheers for the red, white and blue. Three cheers for the red, white and blue; 




No. 352. 



America the Beautiful. 



5. A. Ward. 




L beau-ti-fal for spa-dous sloes, For am -bar waves o! grain, 

2. beau-ti-ful for ^- grim feet, Whose stein, im-pas-sioiifid stress 

3. beau-ti-fal for be - roes proved In fib - er - at -ing strife, 

4. beau-ti-fal for pa-triot dream That sees be-yond the years 




PP#§fi 




For pur - pie mountain maj -es-ties A-bove the fruit -ed plain! 
A thor-ough-fare for free - dombeat A - cross the wfl - der - nessl 
Who more than self their coun- try loved. And mer - cy more then life! 
Thine al - a-bas-ter oit - lea gleam, Undhnmed by hu-man tears! 




A- 
A- 
A- 
A- 



i-ca! A- 

i-ca! A- 

i-ca! A- 

i-ca! A- 



i -cat God shed His grace on 
I-ca! God mend thine er - *ry 
i-ca! May God thy gold re 
i-ca! God shed His grace on 



thee, 
flaw, 
fine, 
thee, 





And crown thy good with broth -er-hood From sea 
Con -firm thy soul in seif-con-trol, Thy fib 
TIB all suc-cess be no - ble-ness, And ev 
And crown thy good with broth -er-hood From sea 



to shin -ing seal 
er - ty in law! 
*ry gain 61 • vine! 
to shin -ing sea! 



No. 353. The 6tar-Spangled Banner. 



Solo or Quibtet. 



Francis 5cott Key. 




L Oh, say, can yon see by the dawn's early light, What so proudly we hailed as the 
2. On the sbore,dimly seen thro' the mists o! the deeply here the foe's haughty host in dread 
8. And where fp that band who so Tauntingly swore. That the hav-oc of war and the 
4. Oh, _ thus be it ev-er when freemen shall stand Between their loved homes and the 
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twilight's last gleaming? Whose broad stripes and bright stars.thro' the perflons fight,0'er the 
si • lenoe re-pos - es, What is that which the breeze, o'er the tow-er-ing steep, As it 
bat - tie's eon-fu-sion, A home and a coun-try should leave us no more? Their 
war's des - o - la-tion; Blest with vict'ry and peace, may the heaven-rescued lancTFraise the 
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ramparts we watched, were so gaHant-ry streaming? And the rockets' red glare, the bombs 
fit - ful- ly blows, half conceals, half dis-clos-es? Now it catch-es the gleam of the 
blood hi « washed out their foul footsteps' pollution; No ref-uge could save the 
Fow'r that hath made and preserved us a na-tioiu Then con-quer we must, when our 




Chorus. 




burst-ing in atr. Gave proof thro' the night that our flag was still there. Oh, say, does that 
morning's first beam, In full glory reflected, now shines on the stream; Tie the star-spangled 
hireling and slave From the terror of flight or the gloom of the grave. And the star-spangle? 
cause it is just, And this be our motto: "In God is our trost!" And the star-spangled 



The Star-Spangled Banner. 




Si/ 



star-spangled ban-ner yet wave O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave? 

ban-ner, oh, long may it wave O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave, 

ban-ner in tri-nmph doth wave O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave, 

ban-ner in tri-umph shall wave O'er the land of the free, and the home o| the brave. 
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No. 354. 

J. O. Thompson. 



The Gall for Reapers. 



J. B. O. Clemm. 



m&$mMi±i\i Mi i ?tyki 



1. Far and near the fields are teem- rag With the waves of rip-ened grain; 

2. Send them forth with morn's first beaming, Send them in the noontide's glare; 

3. thou, whom thy Lord is send-ing, Gath-er now the sheaves of gold; 



£%?€#£ 





Far and near their gold is gleam-ing O'er the sun - ny slope and plain. 
When the Bun's last rays are gleam-ing, Bid them gath - er ev - 'ry-where. 
Heav'nward then at eve-ning wend - ing, Thou shalt come with joy on - told. 



k^ i fjfiFf i f f i f^r-ep 



D. S.— Send them now the sheaves t§ gath - er, Ere the har - vest-time paes by. 



ga qrfip J i J hi\i^h&= ^m 



Lord of harvest, send forth reap-ers! Hear ns, Lord, to Thee we cry; 
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No. 355. Ill Go Where You Want Me to Go. 
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V 



1. It may not be on the mountain's height, Or o- yer thestorm-y sea; 

2. Per - baps to -day there are loy - ing words Which Je-sus would have me speak; 

3. There'ssurely somewhere a low -ly place In earth's harvest-fields so wide, 




It may not be at the bat-tie's front My Lord will have need of me; 
There may be now, in the paths of sin.Somewand'rerwhoml should seek. 
Where I may la -bor thro' life's short day For Je-sos, theCru - d - fied. 




But if by a stall, small voice He calls To paths I do not know, 
Sav-ior, if Thou wilt be my Guide, Tho' dark and rug- ged way, 
So, trust -ing my aU on - to Thy care, I know Thou lov - est mel 



*»• 




I HI answer, dear Lonl, with my hand in Thine, FUgowhereyouwantmeto go. 
My voice shall ech - o the message sweet, I'll say whatyou want me to say. 
I'll do Thy will with a heart sin-cere, I'll be what you want me to be. 




J).8.-FUmywhcUy(mwantmet08ay,dearLord,IHlbewhatyw 

Retrain. . . D.S. 




I '11 go where you want me to go, dear Lord, O'ermountam, orplain, or Ma; 



No. 356. 



*Tell It Again. 



Mrs. M. B. C. Slade. 



R. M. Mcintosh* 




1. In - to a tent where a gip - sy boy lay, Dy - ing a - lone, at the 
2.- "Did He bo love me, a poor lit -tie boy? Send un-to me the good 

3. Bend-ing, we caught the last words of his breath, Just as he en-tered the 

4. Smil-ing, he said, as his last sigh was spent, "I am so glad that for 



C 1 1 \rvir 




close of the day, News of sal-va-tion we car - ried; said he: 
ti - dings of joy? Need I not per-ish?— my hand will He hold? 
val - ley of death: "God sent His Son! — who-so - ev- er!"said he; 
me He was sentl" Whispered, while low sank the sun in the west: 




D. 8.— Till none can say of the chil-dren of men, 

Fine. Chorus. 




"No-bod-y ever has told it to me! 

No - bod - y ey - er the sto • ry has told!" 

"Then I am sure that He sent Him for me!" 

"Lord, I be-lieve!tell it now to the rest!" 



Tell it a - gain! 




"No -bod - y ev - er Has told me be -fore!" 



/Tn_ /T\ 




*A home missionary visited a dying boy in a gipsy tent; bending over him, he said: God so loved 
fhe world, thai He gave His only 8on, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have 
everlasting life." The dying boy heard and whispered > "Nobody ever told me." 



No. 357. 



Mrs. Frank A* Brock. 



Help Somebody To-day. 

COPYRIGHT, 1004, BY CHA8. H. GABRIEL 
OOPYRIQHT, 1909, BY E. O. EXCELL. 



Chas. H. Gabriel. 




iififf 



1. Look all around yon, find some one in need, Help some-bod-y 

2. Man - y are wait-ing a kind, lov-ing word, Help some-bod-y 

3. Man - y have bur-dens too heav-y to bear, Help some-bod-y 

4. Some are discouraged and wear-y in heart, Help some-bod-y 



to * dayl 
to-day! 
to-day! 
to - dayl 




PiUUi^U'l l iln.M 



Tho' it be lit -tie— a neigh-bor-ly deed— Help some-bod-y to - day! 
Thou hast a mes-sage, let it be heard, Help some-bod-y to - day! 
Grief is the por-tion of some ev - 'ry- where, Help some-bod-y to - day! 
Some one the jour-ney to Heav- en should start, Help some-bod-y to - day! 




Chorus. 




Help some-bod-y to - day, .... Some-bod-y a - long life's way; .... Let 

to-day, homeward way; 
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Bor-ro w be end-ed , The friend-less be-f riend-ed , Oh ,help some-bod-y to - day I 



A call for loyal soldiers. 

A CHARGE TO IW 

A friend 1 have called.. 139 ■ 
A goipel according to... 
A land by faith I «*... 




: Clad ia the .ong 

: Gloria Patri No. 1.. 

i Gloria Patri No. 2. . 

Glorious Fountain . 

1 Glory be to the 3* 

■ Glmt to His nam*. . 

of our fathen. . . 
is calling the. . .. 
' God is lovi 

SAVE TBI KlNC... 

i Gone from my heart. . 
Grace enough Toa m 



Day is dyinc 151 

Depth of mercy 301 

Did Chsist o'er sinners. 239 

Down at the cross 198 

Down into the fountain. .221 

Doxology 346 

Do you fear the foe 56 

Do you know the world.. S7 



II the Lord baa. . . . 



Hid we only lunahbte.. .136 

Hallelujah 22S 

Haij.ki.iu ah! Praise His 17 



Hare 



..237 



Hark to the niui 
Harvest-tike is here... 164 
Have ye received the... 110 

Hear the glad tiding! 182 

Heaven 231 

He d 



He 



..111 



ieit, Miraim,. .233 



264 

HOME OF THE SOUL 35 

Home sweet boms 232 

How Firm a 316, 319 

How sweet is His love. 155 
How sweet is the love. . . 66 
How the rax mi, Ill 



am a stranger here .... 30 

am coming Lord 204 

am coming to the. 199, 208 

am happy in Him 109 

am on the gospel. .... 148 

am satisfied with 15 

am so glad 137 

am so happy 118 

am Thine, O Lord.... 29 

am trusting Lord 208 

can hear my. Savior... 129 
can hoar the Savior. ... 1* 

can hear thee 126 

cannot comprehend.... 1 

do not ask to choose.. 101 

have a song 217 

have found a 55 

have heard of a land.. 98 
have heard Thy loving 43 

have such a dear 67 

hear the Savior say... 206 
hear Thy welcome.. ..204 

KNOW IT IS TRUE 20 

know my heavenly... 1 146 
long ago left Egypt... 46 

love Him 113 

love Jesus, He's my. .269 
.love Thy Kingdom. ..241 

LOVE TO TELL THE 215 

love to think 144 

must needs go home... 28 

must tell Jesus 52 

neves will cease to. . .228 
remember when my.... 83 

said, let me walk 7 

shall be like Him 36 

think when i read. . . 142 

want my life to 21 

want to do something. 18 

WANT TO CO THERE 68 

WANT TO LIVE CLOSER.. 53 

was lost 17 

WILL FOLLOW ALL THE. 43 
WILL NOT FORGET 38 

will sing you a song. . 35 

WILL TELL IT 27 

WOULD BE LIKE 54 

WOULD NOT BE 105 

'LL BE A SUNBEAM 133 

'll go where you 355 



INDEX 

I'M A PILGRIM 147 

I'm but a stranger here. .262 

I'm going thro' 132 

I'm happy with Jesus... 45 

I'm on a shining 107 

I've a message from the. 209 
I've pitched my tent... 46 
I've reached the land .... 48 

If Christ the 26 

If the storms above you. 51 
If you are discouraged ... 94 

If you are tired 212 

If you cannot on the.... 305 
If you have a word of. .124 

IP YOU JUST KEEP 51 

If you need uplifting. ... 41 
In a lonely graveyard... 106 

In a world where 42 

In evil long I took.... 287 

In looking thro' my 44 

In the cross 267 

in the happy by and... 132 

Into a tent 356 

In vain I've tried a 143 

Is He satisfied with... 15 

IS MY NAME WRITTEN .... 300 

It may not be on the. . . .355 

It reaches me 73 

It was good for our 190 

It's just like His 139 



J 
erusalem, my happy.... 2 19 

E8US CALLS US 278 

ESUS I MY cross have. .238 

E8US IS ABLE TO SAVE. ... 182 

ESUS IS ALL THE 59 

ESUS 18 CALLING.... 166, 170 

ESUS IS PRECIOUS 5 

SSU8 IS SEEKING THE. ... 176 
esus is standing 184 

ESUS IS THE ONE YOU. ... 167 
ESUS, LOVER OP MY. .201, 202 
ESUS LOVES EVEN ME.... 137 

ESUS LOVES ME 138, 140 

esus, my Lord, to 246 

Esus op Nazareth 320 

ESUS PAID IT ALL 206 
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